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PROLOGUE. 

N  •  «  *  \  *  •  r  ■ 

YOU  are  welcome,  Gentlemen,  and  would  guy 
Ft  aft 

Were  fo  well  feaf on  d,  to  pleafe  every  Guejl  ? 

Ingenuous  Appetites,  1  hope  we  fhall. 

And  their  Examples  may  prevail  in  all. 

Our  noble  Friend ,  who  writ  this,  bid  me  fay, 

He  had  rather  drefs,  upon  a  Triumph  Day, 

My  Lord  Mayors  Feaft,  and  make  him  Sauces  too. 
Sauce  {or  each  fever al  Mouth,  nay  further  go, 

He  had  rather  build  up  thofe  invincible  Pies 
And  Cajile  Cuftards  that  affright  all  Eyes , 

Nay  eat  'em  all  and  their  Artillery, 

Than  drefs  for  fuch  a  curious  Company 
One  fugle  Vijh  ,  yet  he  has  pleas'  d  ye  too , 

And  you  ve  confefs'd  he  hiew  well  what  to  do  , 

Be  hungry  as  you  were  wont  to  be,  and  bring 
Sharp  Stomachs  to  the  Stories  he  J halt  fing. 

And  he  dare  yet ,  he  fays,  prepare  a  T able 
Shall  make  you  fay ,  well  dr  eft,  and  he  well  able*, 


Dramatis  Perform. 


MEN. 


ALphonfa>  King  0/Naples,  elder  Brother  to  Frederick. 
Frederick,  unnatural  and  libidinous  Brother  to 
Alphonfo,  and  Ufurper  of  his  Kingdom. 

Sorano,  a  Lord}  Brother  to  Evanthe,  Fredericks  wicked 
lnflrument. 

Valerio,  a  710b le young  Lordy  Servant  to  Evantbe. 
Camilio,  9 

Cleantbes,  > three  honcjl  Court  Lords. 

Menallo,  „  j 

Rugio,  an  honeft  Lordy  Friend  to  Alphonfo. 

Marco,  a  Friar ,  Alphonfo  \r  Friend. 

Fodramo,  a  neceffary  Creature  to  Sorano. 

Tonie,  King  Fredericks  Knavijh  Fool. 

Caftruccio,  Captain  of  the  Cittadel ,  an  honeft  Alan. 
Cupid,  Graces,  with  other  Mafquers * 

Citizens ,  Lawyer ,  Thyfician ,  Captain ,  Cut-pur fe , 

Fool)  and  Attendants. 


WOMEN. 

Queetty  Wife  to  Frederick,  a  virtuous  Lady. 

Evanthe,  Sifter  to  Sorano,  the  chafte  Wife  0/ Valerio,  or 
a  Wife  for  a  Alonth. 

Caflandra,  an  old  Bawdy  Waiting  woman  to  Evanthe 
Ladies . 

City  Wives . 

# 

SCENE  NAPLES. 

*  ' 
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ACT  I.  SCENE  l 

Enter  King  Frederick,  S  orano,  Valerio,  Camillo,  Cleanther,  Me¬ 
na)  lo,  and  Attendants. 

Sor .  \\J  ILL  your  Grace  (peak ? 

\V  Fred.  Let  me  alone,  Sorano , 

Although  my  Thoughts  ftem  lad,  they  are  welcome  to  me, 

Sor.  You  know  I  am  private  as  your  fecret  Wifhes, 

Ready  to  fling  my  Soul  upon  y^u^  Service, 

E’er  ycur  Command  be  on’t.  Fred.  Biu  thofe  depart. 

Sor.  You  rauft  retire,  my  Lords. 

Cam  What  new  ddign  is  hammering  in  his  Head  now? 

Cle.  Let’s  pray  heartily 

None  of  our  Heads  meet  with  it}  my  Wife’s  old, 

That’s  all  my  comfort. 

Men.  Mine’s  ugly,  that  I  am  fure  on, 

And  I  think  honeft  too,  ’twould  make  me  ftnrt  elfe. 

Cam .  Mine’s  troubled  in  the  Country  with  a  Feaver, 

And  feme  few  Infirmities  elfe  *  he  looks  again, 

'Come  lei’s  retire,  certain ’t is  fome  (he  bufineff, 

This  new  Lord  is  employed. 

Val  1 11  not  be  far  off,  becaufe  I  doubt  the  Caufe.  [Exit, 

Fed.  Are  they  all  gone?  Sor.  All  but  your  faithful  Servant. 
Fred.  1  wc  uld  tell  thee, 

But  ’is  a  thing  thou  can  ft  not  like.  ^ 

Sor.  Pray  ye  fpcak  it,  is  it  try  Head  ?  1  have  it  ready  for  ye,  Sir  : 
Is’ c  any  Action  in  my  Power#*  My  Wit 
I  care  not  of  what  Nature,  nor  what  follows. 

Fred.  I  am  in  Love. 

Sor.  That’s  the  leaft  thing  of  a  thou  far  d, 

The  eafieft  to  atohieve.  Fred.  But  vvithwhomr  Sorano  ? 

So r.  With  whom  you  pleafr,  you  muft  not  be  deuy’d,  Sir. 

Fred,  S  >y  it  be  with  one  of  thy  Khniwomen, 

3  -  Sor, 


Wife  for  a  Month. 

Sor.  Say  with  all* 

1  fhall  more  love  your  Grace,  I  fliall  more  honour  ye, 

And  would  1  had  enough  to  ferve  your  Pleafurc. 

Fred.  Why  ’tis  thy  Sifter  then,  the  fair  Evan  the. 

Til  be  plain  with  thee. 

Sor.  1*11  be  as  plain  with  you,  Sir  *, 

S’rc  brought  not  her  Perfc&ions  to  the  World, 

To  lock  them  in  a  Cafe,  or  hang  ’em  by  her, 

The  ule  is  all  (he  breds ’em  forj  (he  <s  yours.  Sir. 

Fred  Doft  thou  mean  ferioufly?  Sor.  1  mean  my  Sifter 
And  if  I  had  a  Dozen  more,  they  were  all  yours : 

Some  Aunts  1  have,  they  have  been,  handfome  Women, 

My  Mother’s  dead  indeed,  and  fome  few  Coufins 
1  hat  are  now  {hooting  up,  we  (hall  fee  Ibortly. 

Fred.  No,  *tis  Evanthe.  -  f  ,, 

Sor.  I  have  fen t  my  Man  unto  'her, 

Upon  fome  Bufinefs  to  come  prefemly 

Hither,  lhe  ftijil  come*  your  Grace  dare  fpeak  unto  her? 

Large  go!  en  Protnifes,  and  fweet 'Language,  Sir, 

You  know  what  they  work  $  flie  is  a  complete  Courtier  : 
Eefidef,  I’ll  fet  in. 

Fred.  She  waits  upon  my  Queen  , 

What  Jealouiie  and  Anger  may  arife, 
lnccj  fing  her  ?  : 

Sor.  You  have  a  good  fweet  Lady, 

A  Woman  of  fo  even  and  ftill  a  Temper,  1  "  bo  I 

She  knows  not  Anger ;  fay  ibe  were  a  Fury, 

I  had  thoughr  you  had  been  abfolute,  the  great  Krtlgf 
The  Fountain  of  all  Honours,  Plays  and  Pleafure?, 

Your  Will  and  your  Cpmmands  unbounded  alfo; 

Go  get  a  Pair  of  Beads,  and  learn  to  pray,  Sir. 

Enter  Servants 

Ser.  My  Lord,  your  Servant  ftays; 

Sor.  Bid  him  come  hither,  and  bring  the  Lady  with  him. 
Fred.  I  will  woe  her. 

And  either  lofc  my  felf,  or  win  her  Favour. 

Sor ,  She  is  coming  in.  -  *  " 

Fred.  Thy  Eyes  fhoot  through  the  Door, 

They  are  fo  piercing,  that  the  Beams  they  dart 
Give  new  Light  to  the  Room. 

Enter  Podramo  and  Evanthe.  >  " 

Evan.  Whither  doft  thou  go  ? 

This  is  the  King’s  fide,  and  his  private  Lodgings, 

What  Buftncfs  have  I  here?  Pod.  My  Lord  fent  for  ye. 

Evan.  His  Lodgings  are  below,  you  are  miftaken, 

We  left  them  at  the  ft'air  Foot.  Pod.  Good  fweet  Madam. 


7 


A  U  Ife  for  a  Month . 

Evan  I  am  no  Counlelior,  nor  important  Sutor  j 
Nor  have  no  private  Bufinefs  through  the  c  Chambers 
To  teek  him  this  way  •,  o’my  Life  thou  arc  drunk,  *  . 

Or  worfe  than  drunk,  hir’d  to  convey  me  hither 
To  fome  bafc  end}  now  I  look  on  thee  better, 

Thou  haft  a  bawdy  Face,  and  I  abhor  thee, 

A  beaftly  bawdy  Face,  I  il  go  no  further. 

Sor,  Nay  {brink  not  back,  indeed  you  {hall,  good  Sifter. 

Why  do  you  biufti  ?  the  good  King  will  not  hurt  ye, 

He  honours -ye,  and  loves  ye.  Evan,  fs  this  the  Bufinefs  ? 

Sor.  Yes,  and  the  beft  you  ever  will  arrive  at,  if  you  be  wife. 

Evan.  My  Father  was  no  Bawd,  Sir, 

Nor  of  that  worfhipful  Stock,  as  I  remember. 

Sor.  You  are  a  Fool. 

Evan.  You  are  that  I  ftiame  to  tell  ye. 

Fred.  Gentle  Evanthe. 

Evan.  The  gracious  Queen,  Sir, 

Is  well  and  merry,  Heav'n  be  thanked  for  it, 

And  as  I  think  {he  waits  you  in  the  Garden. 

Fred.  Let  her  wait  there,  I  talk  not  of  her  Garden, 

I  talk  of  thee,  fv  eet  Flower. 

Evan,  Your  Grace  is  pleafant. 

To  urrftake  a  Nettle  fora'Rofe. 

Fred .  Mo  Role,  nor  Lilly,  nor  no  glorious  Hyacinth 
Are  of  thatTweccnefs,  whitenefs,  tendernefs, 

Softnefs,  and  fa  vis  tying  Ekflcdnefs, 

As  my  Evanthe. 

Evan,  Ycur  Grace  .(peaks  very  feelingly} 

I  wcu^d  not  be  a  handfome  Wench  in  your  way,  Sir, 

For  a  new  G  r.  Fred.  Thou  art  all  Handfoaind's,* 

Nature  will  l^e  aftiam’d  to  frame  another 
Now  rhou  art  made,  thou  haft  robb’d  her  of  her  cunning  : 
Each  fevcral  part  about  thee  is  a  Beauty. 

S»r.  Do  you  hear  this,  Sifter? 

Evan.  Yes,  unworthy  Brother,  but  all  this  will  not  do. 

Fred .  Bui  love  Evanthe , 

Thou  {halt  have  more  than  Words,  Wealth,  Eafe  and  Honour®. 
My  tender  Wench.  Evan.  Be  tender  of  my  Credit, 

And  I  (hall  love  you,  Sir,  and  I  {hall  honour  ye. 

Fred  1  love  thee  to  enjoy  thee,  my  Evanthe , 

To  give  thee  the- content  of  Love. 

Evan.  Hold,  hold,  Sir, -ye  are  too  fleer ; 

I  have  fome  Bufinefs  this  way,  your  Grace  can  ne’er  con  tent; 

Sor.  You  flubborn  Toy.; 

Evan  Good  mydLord  Fa'ccd  I  thank  ye. 

Fred.  Thou  fbalt  no!£  go,  Relieve  me,  fwcet  Evanthe, 


So 
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So  high  I  will  advance  thee  for  this  Favour, 

So  rich  and  potent  I  will  raife  thy  Fortune, 

And  thy  Friends  mighty.  Evan.  Good  your  Grace  be  patient, 

1  (hall  make  the  worft  honourable  Wench  that  ever  was. 

Shame  your  Difcretion,  and  your  Choice. 

Fred.  Thou  (hall  nor.  -  _  .  • 

Evan.  Shall  l  be  rich,  do  you  (I.y,  and  glorious. 

And  fhine  above  the  reft,  and  fcorn  all  Beauties, 

And  mighty  in  Command?  Fred.  Thou  (halt  be  any  thing. 

Evan.  Let  me  be  honeft  too?  and  then  I’ll  thank  ye. 

H  iv e  you  not  fuch  a  Title  to  bellow  too? 

If  I  prove  other  wife,  I  would  know  but  this,  Sir  5 
Can  all  the  Power  ycu  have,  or  all  the  Riches, 

Bnt  tye  Mens  Tongues  up  f.  om  difeourfmg  of  me. 

Their  Eyes  ftom  gazing  at  my  glorious  Folly, 

Time  that  fhail  come,  from  wondering  at  my  Impudence, 

And  they  that  read  my  wanton  Life,  from  Curies? 

Cin  you  do  this  ?  Have  ye  this  Magick  in  ye  ? 

This  is  not  in  your  Power,  though  you  be  a  Prince,  Sir*. 

No  more  than  Evil  is  in  holy  Angels, 

Nor  I,  I  hope.  Get  Wantonnete  confirm’d 
By  Aft  of  Parliament  an  Honcfty, 

And  fo  receiv’d  by  all,  1*11  hearken  to  ye* 

Heav’n  guide  your  Grace.  Fred.  Evanthe ,  ftay  a  little, 

I’ll  no  more  Wantonnefs,  I’ll  ma»ry  thee. 

Evan  What  fhail  the  Queen  do?  Fred.  I’ll  be  divorced  from  her. 
Evan.  Can  you  tell  why  ?  What  has  (he  done  againft  yc  ? 

Has  fhe  contriv’d  a  Treafon  ’gainft  your  Perfon? 

Abus’d  your  Bed?  does  Difobedience  urge  ye  f 
Fred.  That’s  all  one,  *t  is  my  W ill.  Evan.  *Tis a moft  wicked  one, 
A  moft  abfurd  one,  and  will  fhow  a  Monller. 

I  had  rather  be  a  Whore,  and  with  Ids  Sin, 

To  your  prelent  Luft,  than  Queen  to  your  Injuftice. 

Yours  is  no  Love,  Faith  and  Religion  fly  it, 

Nor  has  no  Tafte  of  fair  Affeftion  in  it. 

Some  Hellifh  Flame  abufes  your  fair  Body, 

And  Hellifh  Furies  blow  it  j  look  behind  ye, 

Divorce  you  from  a  Woman  of  her  Beauty, 

Of  her  Integrity,  her  Piety? 

Her  Love  to  you,  to  all  that  honours  ye ; 

Her  chafte  and  virtuous  Love,  are  thefe  fit  Caufcs? 

What  will  you  do  to  me,  when  l  have  cloy’d  ye? 

You  may  find  time  out  in  Eternitty, 

Deceit  and  Violence  in  heav’nly  Juftice; 

Life  in  the  Grave,  and  Death  among  the  Blcfled, 

E’er  Stain  or  Brack  inherfweet  Reputation. 
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Sor  You  have  fool’d  enough,  be  wife  now,. and  a  Woman; 
You  have  fbew’d  a  Modefty  (efficient. 

It  not  too  much,  lor  Court. 

tvan.  You  have  fhcw’d  an  Impudence, 

A  more  experienc'd  Bawd  would  blufh  and  fhake  atf 
Ycu  will  make  my  Kindred  mighty. 

Fred.  Prithee  hear  me. 

Evan.  I  do  Sir,  and  I  count  it  a  great  Offer. 

Fred.  Any  of  thine. 

Evan.  *  Fis  likrt  enough  you  may  clap  Honour  on  them. 

But  how  will  fir,  and  how  Men  will  adore  ir, 

Is  Bill  the  Queftion.  I’ll  tell  you  what  they’ll  fay,  Sir* 

What  the  Report  will  be,  and  ’twill  be  true  too, 

And  it  mufl  nee^s  be  Comfort  to  your  Matter  ; 

Thcfe  are  the  Iflues  of  her  Impudence. 

I’ll  tell  your  Grace,  fo  dear  I  hold  the  Queen, 

So  dear  that  Honour  that  ifhe  nurs’d  me  up  in,  , 

I  would  firtt  take  to  me,  for  my  Luft,  a  Moor, 

One  of  your  Gally-flaves,  that  Cold  and  Hunger, 

Decrepit  Mifery,  had  made  a  mock- Man, 

Than  be  your  Queen.  Fred.  You  are  bravely  refolute; 

Evan.  1  had  rather  be  a  Leper,  and  be  fhun’d, 

And  dye  by  Pieces,  rot  into  my  Grave, 

Leaving  no  Memory  behind  to  know  me, 

Than  be  a  high  Whore  to  Eternity. 

Fred.  You  have  another  Gametter  I  perceive  by  ye, 

You  durft  not  flight  me  elfe.  Sor.  I’ll  find  him  out,  f 
Though  he  lye  next  thy  Heart  hid.  Ml  difeover  him, 

And  ye  pound  peat.  I’ll  make  yoU  curfe  your  Infolence. 

Fal.  Tongue  of  an  Angd,  and  the  truth  of  Heav’n, 

How  am  I  bleft!  [Exit  Val. 

Sor.  Podramo  go  in  hafte 

To  my  Sifter’s  Gentlewoman,  you  know  her  well, 

And  bid  her  fend  her  Miftrefs  prefently 
The  letter  Cabinet  fhc  keeps  her  Letters  in. 

And  fuch  like  Toys,  and  bring  it  to  me  inftantly.  Away. 

Pod.  1  am  gone.  [Exits 

Enter  the  Queen  with  two  Ladies . 

Sor.  The  Queen. 

Fred.  Let’s  quit  the  Place,  fhe  may  grow  jealous. 

[Ex.  Fred.  Sorano, 

Queen-  So  fuddenly  departed  !  what’s  the  Reafon  ? 

Does  my  Approach  difpleafe  his  Graced  ate  my  Eyes 
So  hateful  to  him?  or  my  Converfation 
Infe&cd,  that  he  flies  me  ?  Fair  Evanthe , 

Are  you  there  ?  then  I  fee  his  Shame.  , 
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[Weeps*. 


Evan.  *Tis  true,  Madam, 

'Tha;  pleafed  his  Goodncfs  to  be  pleafant  with  me- 

Queen.  ’Tis  ftrange  to  find  thy  Modefty  in  this  Place 
Does  the  King  offer  fair?  Does  thy  Face  take  hitp/ 

Ne’er  blufh  Evantbe ,  ’tis  a  very  fweet  one, 

Does  he  rain  Gold,  apd  precious  Promifes 
Into  thy  Lap?  Will  be  advance  thy  Fortunes? 

Shalt  thou  be  mighty,  Wench?  Evan .  Never  niock, 

’Tis  rather  on  your  part  to  be  lamented. 

At  ieafl  reveng’d  5  L  can  be  mighty,  Lady, 

And  glorious  too,  glorious  and  great,  as  you  arc. 

Queen.  He  will  many  thee? 

Evan.  Who  would  not  be  a  Queen,  Madam  ? 

Queen.  ’Tis  true  Evasthey  ’tis  a  brave  Ambition, 

A  golden  Dream,  thcat  may  delude  a  good  Mind  j  ‘  '  [' 
What  fhall  become  of  me?  Evan ,  You  muff  learn  to  pray, 

Your  Age  and  Honour  will  become  a  Nunnery. 

Queen.  Wilt  thcu  remember  me  ? 

Evan.  She  weeps.  Sweet  Lady 
Upon  my  Knees  I  ask  your  facred  Pardon, 

For  my  rude  Boldnefsj  and  know,  my  fweet  Mifirefs, 

If  e’er  there  were  Ambition  in  E'vdnthey  .*• 

It  was  and  is  to  do  you  faithful  Duties : 

'Tis  true  I  have  been  tempted  by  the  King, 

And  with  no  few  and  potent  Charms,  to  wrong  ye, 

To  violate  the  chafte  Joys  of  your  Bed  f 
And  thofe  not  taking  hold,  to  ufurp  your  State; 
hut  fhe  that  has  been  bred  up  underye, 

And  daily  fed  upon  your  virtuous  Preempts,  ' 

Still  growing  ftrong  by  Example  of  your  (Sofidflefs, 

Having  no  errant  Motion  from  Obedience, 

FJyes  from  thefe  Vanities,  as  meer  llldfionsj 
And  arm’d  with  Honcfty, .  defies  all  Promifes- 
In  token  of  this  Truth,  I  lay  my  Life  dpjfcft 
Under  your  facred  Foot,  to  do  you  Service. 

Queen.  Rife  my  true  Friend,  thou  virtuous  Bud  of  Beauty, 
Thou  Virgin’s  Honour,  fwcetly  blofr  and!Hourifh  $ 

And  that  rude  nipping  Wind,  that  feeks  to  biaft  thee. 

Or  taint  thy  Root,  be  curd  to  all  Poftefity  j 
To  my  Protection  from  this  Hour  I  take  ye, 

Yes,  and  the  King  {hall  know 
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Evan.  Give  his  Heat  way,  Madam, 

And  ’twill  go  out  again,  he  may  forget  all*  ;  , 

Enter  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  and  MenalloT 
Cant.  What  have  we  to  do  with  the  Times  ?  we  cannot  cure’em. 

Let’em  goon,  when  they  are  fwoln  with  Sorfeifs 

•  ...•  :  - v.  ;  a-snj  {  xisr:  •phcy’ll' 

\  *'  fit  .  —  i  -  ily,  T; , 11  '  -  U  ■  w  li* 
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They’fl  burft  and  (link,  then  all  the  World  (hall  fmell  ’em. 

Cle.  A  Man  may  live  a  Bawd,  and  be  an  honeft  Man. 

Men.  Yh,  and  a  wife  Man  too,  ’tis  a  virtuous  Galling. 

Cam.  To  his  own  Wife  efpecially,  or  to  his  Sifter, 

The  nearer  to  his  own  Bloody  ftill  the  honefter  : 

There  want  fuch  honeft  Men,  would  we  had  more  of  ’em. 

Men.  To  be  a  Villain  is  no  fuch  rude  Matter. 

Cam.  No,  if  he  be  a  neat  one,  and  a  perfect, 

Art  makes  all  excellent :  What  is  it.  Gentlemen, 

In  a  good  Caufe  to  kill  a  Dozen  Coxcombs, 

That  blunt  rude  Fellows  call  good  Patriots? 

Nothing,  nor  ne’er  look’d  after. 

Men.  ’Tis  e’en  as  much,  as  eafie  too,  as  honeft,  and  as  clear, 
To  ravifh  Matfdnf*  and  deflower  coy  Wenches  ; 

But  here  they  are  io  willing,  ’tis  a  Complement.  V 
Cle.  To  pull  down  Churches  with  pretenfion^,  * 

To  build  ’era  fairer,  may  be  done  with  Honour,/ 

And  all  this  tim$  believe  no  Gods. 

Cam.  I  think  fo,  ’tis  faith  enough  if  they  name  ’em  in  their  Angers, 
Or  on  their  rotten  Tombs  ingrave  an  Angel  ; 

Well,  brave  A Iphonfo ,  how  happy  had  we  been, 

If  thou  had’ft  reign’d  !  Men.  Would  I  had  his  Difeafe, 

Ty’d  like  a  Leprofie  to  my  Pofterity, 

So  he  were  right  again,  Cle .  What  is  his  Malady? 

Cam.  Nothing-  but  fad  and  filent  Melancholy, 

Laden  with  Griefs  and  Thoughts,  no  Man  knows  why  neither  j 
The  good  Brandino  Father  to  the  Princefs 
Ufcd  all  the  Art  and  Induftry  that  might  be. 

To  free  Alpbonfo  from  this  dull  Calamity, 

And  feat  him  in  his  Rule,  he  was  his  cideft 
And  nobleft  too,  had  not  fair  Nature  ftopt  in  him, 

For  which  Caufe  this  was  chofen  to  inherir, 

Frederick  the  younger.  Cle.  Does  he  ufe  his  Brother 
With  that  Refpe£fc  and  Honour  that  befits  him? 

Cam.  He  is  kept  privately,  as  they  pretend, 

To  give  more  cafe  and  comfort  to  his  Sicknefs; 

But  he  has  honeft  Servants,  the  grave  Rugiot 
And  Fryar  Marco ,  that  wait  upon  his  Perfon. 

And  in  a  Monaftery  he  lives.  Men.  ’Tis  full  of  Sadnefs, 

To  fee  him  when  he  comes  to  his  Father’s  Tomb, 

As  once  a  Day  that  is  his  Pilgrimage, 

Whilft  in  Devotion,  the  Quire  fings  an  Anthem; 

How  pioufly  he  kneels,  and  like  a  Virgin 
That  fome  crofs  Fate  had  cozen’d  of  her  Love, 

Weeps, ’till  the  ftubborn  Marble  fweats  with  Pity, 

And  to  his  Groans  the  whole  Quire  bears  a  Chorus, 

B  z 
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Enter  Frederick,  Sorano  with  the  Cabinet,  and  Podramo. 

Gam.  So  do  1  too.  The  King  with  his  Contrivers, 

This  no  Place  for  us.  Fred.  This  is  a  Jewel,  Lords. 

Lay  it  alide*,  what  Paper’s  that/  Pod.  A  Letter, 

But  ’tis  a  Woman’s,  Sir,  l  know  by  the  Hand, 

And  the  Life  Orthography,  they  write  old  Saxon. 

Fred.  May  be  her  gboifly  Mother’s  that  inltru&s  her. 

Sor.  No,  ’tis  a  Coufin’s,  and  came  up  with  a  great  Cake. 

Fred.  W hat’s  that  ?  . 

Sor.  A  pair  of  Gloves  the  Dutchefs  gave  her. 

For  fo  the  out-fide  fays.  Fred.  That  other  Paper?  (Crofles. 
Sor.  A  Charm  for  the  Tooth-ach,  here’s  nothing  but  Saints  and 
Fred.  Look  in  that  Box,  methinks  that  fhould  hold  fecrets. 

Pod '.  *Tis  Paine,  and  curls  of  Hair,  (lie  begins  to  exercife. 

A  Glafs  of  Water  too,  l  would  fain  tafte  it, 

But  [  am  wickedly  atraid  ’twill  filence  me, 

Never  a  Conduit-Pipe  to  convey  this  Water.  •  •  ’ 

Sor.  Thefe  are  all  Rings,  Death- heads,  and  fuch  Memento1  g 
Her  Grandmother,  and  Worm-eaten  Aunts  left  to  her* 

To  tell  her  what  her  Beauty  muft  arrive  at. 

Fred.  Thar,  that. 

Pod.  They  are  written  Songs,  Sir,  to  provoke  young  Ladies  $ 
Lord,  here’s  a  Prayer-book,  how  thefe  agree ! 

Here's  a  ftrange  Union. 

Sor.  Ever  by  a  furfeit  you  have  a  julep  fet  to  cool  the  Patient. 
Fred.  Thofe,  thofe. 

Sor.  They  are  Verfes  to  the  bleft  Evanthe. 

Fred.  Thofe  may  difeover.  Read  them  out,  Sorano. 

To  the  bleft  Evanthe. 

Let  thofe  complain  that  feel  Loves  cruelty , 

And  in  fad  Legends  write  their  Woes , 

With  Rofes  gently  'has  cor  reeled  we. 

My  War  is  without  rage  or  blows  :  ■  *  •’ 

My  Miftrefs  Eyes  fhtne  fair  on  my  defir  es, 

And  hope  fprings  upevfiatrid  with  her  new  fires . 

No  more  an  Exile  will  I  dwell , 

With  folded  Arms ,  and  Sighs  all  day, 

Reckoning  the  Torments  of  my  Hell , 

And  flinging  my  fveet  joys  away ;  ,  ,,  , 

I  am  callyd  home  again  to  quiet  Peace , 

My  Mifirefs  fmiles ,  and  all  my  Sorrows  ceafe* 

Tet  what  is  living  in  her  Eye ?  ■  dor;  ’  n  d  ’ 

Or  being  bleft  with  her  fweet  Tongue, 

If  thefe  no  other  joys  imply?  u 
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To  be  your  own  but  one  poor  Month,  I'd  give 
My  Youth,  my  Fortune,  and  then  leave  to  live. 

flL  Jr  \  - 

Fred.  This  is  my  Rival,  that  1  knew  the  Hand  now. 

Sor.  I  know  it  I  have  feen  it,  *tis  Valerio's , 

That  hopeful  Gentlemar/s,  that  was  brought  up  with  ye* 

And  by  your  charge,  nounlh’d  and  fed 
At  the  fame  Table,  with  the  fame  allowance. 

Fred.  And  all  this  couuefie  to  ruin  me/ 

Crofs  my  defires?  h’ad  better  have  fed  humblier. 

And  flood  at  greater  diflance  from  my  fury : 

Go  for  him  quickly,  find  him  inftancly, 

Whilft  my  impatient  Heart  fwells  high  with  choler  ; 

Better  h^ye  lov’d  defpair,  and  fafer  kifs’d  her.  '  [Ex.  Lords , 

Enter  Evanthe,  and  Caflandra. 

Evan .  Thou  old  weak  fool,  doft  thou  know  to  what  end. 

To  what  betraying  end  he  got  this  Casket? 

Durft  thou  deliver  him  without  my  Ring, 

Or  a  Command  from  mine  own  Mouth,  that  Cabinet 
That  holds  my  Heart?  you  unconhderate  Afs, 

Your  brainlefs  Ideot.  Caf.  1  faw  you  go  with  him, 

At  the  firrt  word  commit  your  Perfon  to  him. 

And  make  no  fcruple*  he  is  your  Brother’s  Gentleman, 

And  for  any  thing  I  know,  an  honed  Man  j 

And  might  not  I  upon  the  fame  fecurity  deliver  him  a  Box? 

Evan .  A  Bottle-head. 

Fred  You  fliall  have  caufe  to  chafe,  as  I  will  handle  it. 

Evan  I  had  rather  thou  hadft  deliver’d  me  to  Pirats, 

Betray’d  me  to  incurable  Difeafes, 

Hung  up  my  Pi&ure  in  a  Market-place, 

And  fold  me  to  wild  Bawds.  Caf.  As  I  take  it.  Madam, 

Your  Maiden-head  lies  not  in  that  Cabinet, 

You  have  a  clofer,  and  you  keep  the  Key  too. 

Why  arc  you  vex’d  thus?  Evan.  I  could  curfe  thee  wickedly. 
And  with  thee  mdre  deform’d  than  Age  can  make  thee  5 
Perpetual  Hurg-r,  and  no  Teeth  to  fatisfie  ir, 

Wait  on  thee  ltill,  nor  fleep  be  found  to  cafe  it  ; 

Thofe  Hands  that  gave  the  Casket,  may  the  Palfie 
For  ever  make  unufctul,  even  to  feed  thee. 

Long  Winters,  that  thy  Bones  may  turn  to  Ificles, 

No  Hell  can  thaw  again,  inhabit  by  thee. 

Is  thy  Care  like  thy  Body,  all  one  crookednefs? 

How  fcurvilv  thou  cryeft  now?  like  a  Drunkard, 

I’ll  have  as  pure  Tears  from  a  dirry  Spout  j 
Do,  fwear  thou  did  ft  this  ignorantly,  fwear  ir, 

Swear  and  be  damn’d,  thou  half  Witch. 

Caf,  Thcfe  are  fine  words,  well  Madam,  Madam, 
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Tis  not  well,  thou  Mummy, 

Tis  impudently,  bafely  done,  thou  dirty 

Fred.  Has  your  young  San&ity  done  railing,  Madam, 

Agatnft  your  innocent  Squire!  Do  you  fee  this  Sonnet, 

This  loving  Script?  Do  you  know  from  whence  it  came  too? 

Evan.  I  do,  and  dare  avouch  it  pure,  and  honeft. 

Fred.  You  have  private  Vifitants,  my  noble  Lady, 

That  in  fweet  Numbers  court  your  goodly  Virtues,  ,  V' 
And  to  the  height  of  Adoration.  Evan.  Well,  Sir, 

There’s  neither  Hertfie  nor  Treafcn  in  it. 

Fred.  A  Prince  may  begat  the  Door,  whilft  thefe  Feaft  with  ye; 
A  Favour  or  a  Grace,  from  fuch  as  I  am, 

FJrb Valerio^  and  Pedramo.  u  Jr'  ,  7  '  t 
Courfe  common  things.  You  are  welcome  j  Pray  come  ifear1,  Sir, 
Do  you  know  this  Paper?  Val.  I  am  betray’d;  i  do  Sir, 

’Tis  mine,  my  Hand  and  Heart,  if  1  dye  for  her,  '  ' 

I  am  thy  Martyr,  Love,  and  Time  fHall  honour  me,  V  ; 

Caf  You  fawc?  Sir,  that  bame  in  thy  tla^'s  Njthae 
For  her  gilt  Cabinet,  ydu  chatting  Sir  t6’0'£  '  '  >r  j 
You  feurvy  Ufhcr,  with  as  fcurVy  Legs,  7  j 

And  a  worfe  Face,  thou  poor  bafe  hanging-holder, 

How  durft  thou  come  to  me  with  a  lye  in  thy  Mouth  ? 

An  impudent  lye?  : Pod.  Hollow,  good  Gill,  you  hobble, 

Caf.  A  (linking  lye^  more  (linking  than  the  Teller, 

To  play  the  pilfering  ‘Knave  ?  there  have  been  Rafcals 
Brought  up  to  fetch  and  cary,  like  your  Worlhip, 

That  have  been  bang’d  for  Ids,  whipt  they  are  daily, 

And  if  the  Law  will  do  me  right- - — - 

Pod.  What  then,  old  Maggot?" 

Caf  Thy  Mother  was  carted  younger;  I’ll  have  thy  Hide, 

Thy  mangy  Hide,  embroider’d  with  a  Dog-whip, 

As  it  is  now  with  potent  Pox,  and  thicker. 

Fred.  Peace  good  Antiquity,  I’ll  have  your  Bones  elfe 
Ground  into  Gunpowder  to  (hoot  at  Cats  with  ;  r7 
One  word  more,  and  I’ll  blanch  thee  like  an  Almond, 

There’s  no  fuch  curer  for  the  (he-failing  (icknefs 
As  the  Powder  of  a  dryed  Bawd’s  Skin;  be  (llent.  ; 

You  are  very  prodigal  of  your  Service  here,  Sirj 

Of  your  Life  more  it  feems.  Val.  1  repent  neither,!  '  c  '* 

Becaufe  your  Grace  (hall  underftand  it  comes 

From  the  bed  part  of  Love,  my  pure  Affeblion, 

And  kindled  with  chafte  flame,  1  will  not  fly  from  it $ 

If  it  be  error  to  defire  to  marry, 

And  marry  her  that  San&ity  would  dote  oh, 

I  havedone  amifs  j  if  it  be  a  Treafon 

To  graft  my  Soul  to  Virtue,  and  to  grow  there 
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To  love  the  Tree  that  bears  fuch  happinefs  $ 

Conceive  me,  Sir,  this  Fruit  was  ne  er  forbidden  ; 

Nay,  to  defire  to  taftc  too,  I  am  Traytor* 

Had  you  but  Fiants  enough  ot  thisbleil  Tree,  Sir, 

Set  round  about  ycur  Court,  to  beautifie  it, 

Deaths  twice  fo  many,  to  difmay  the  approaches, 

The  Ground  would  fcarce  yield  Graves  to  noble  Lovers: 

Fred.  ’Tis  well  maintain’d,  you  wifh  and  pray  to  Fortune, 

Here  in  your  Sonnet,  and  (he  has  heard  your  Prayers, 

So  much  you  dote  upon  your  own  undoing, 

But  one  Month  to  enjoy  her  as  your  Wife, 

Though  at  the  expiring  of  that  time  you  dye  for’t. 

Val.  I  could  wifh  many,  many  Ages,  Sir,  * 

To  grow  as  old  as  Time  in  her  Embraces, 

If  Heav’n  would  grant  ftp  and  you  fmile  upon  it  $ 

But  if  my  choice  were  two  hours,  and  then  perifh, 

I  would  not  puli  my  Heart  back.  Fred.  You  have  your  wifh. 
To  Morrow  I  will  fee  you  nobly  married, 

Your  Month  take  out  in  all  Content  and  Pleafurej 
The  firfl  D^ay  qf  the  following  Month  you  dye  for’t  ; 

Kneel  nor,  not  all  your  Prayers  can  divert  me  5 
Now  mark  your  Sentence,  mark  it,  fcornful  Lady, 

If  when  Valerio's  dead,  within  twelve  hours. 

For  that’s  your  lateft  time,  you  find  not.  out 
Another  Husband  on  the  fame  condition 
To  marry  you  again,  you  dye  your  felf  too, 

Evan.  Now  you  are  merciful,  I  thank  your  Grace. 

Fred.  If  when  you  are  married,  you  but  feek  to  Tcapc 
Out  of  the  Kingdom,  you,  or  fhe,  or  both, 

Or  to  infe£fc  Mens  Minds  with  hot  Commotions, 

You  dye  both  inftantly,  Will  you  love  me  now,  Lady  ? 

My  Tale  will  now  be  heard,  but  now  I  fcorn  ye  {.Exit. 

[ Manent  Valerio,  and  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Is  our  fair  Love,  our  honeft,  our  entire, 

Come  to  this  hazard? 

Val,  ’Tis  a  noble  one,  and  I  am  much  in  love  with  malice  for  it. 
Envy  could  not  have  ftudied  me  a  way, 

Nor  Fortune  pointed  out  a  path  to  Honour, 

Straighter  and  nobler,  if  fhe  had  her  Eyes'*; 

When  I  have  once  enjoy’d  my  fweet  Evanthe , 

And  bleft  my  Youth  with  her  moft  dear  Embraces, 

I  have  done  my  Journey  here,  my  day  is  out. 

All  that  the  World  has  cife  is  foolery,- 
Labour,  and  lols  of  time  ;  what  fhould  I  live  for  ? 

Think  but  Man’s  Life  a  Month,  and  we  are  happy* 

I  would  not  have  my  Joys  grow  old  for  any  thing  j 
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A  Paradifc,  as  thou  arr,  my  Evanthe, 

fs  only  made  to  wonder  at  a  JittU  ,  '  1 

Enough  for  human  Eyes,  and  then  to  wander  from.1 
Come,  do  not  w eep,  Sweer,  you  di (honour  me, 

Your  Tears  and  Griefs  hut  queftion  my  ability, 

Whether  1  dare  dye*,  D  3  fu  l  vc  intirely  ? 

Evan.  You  know  Ido.  Val.  Tl  en  grudge  not  my  felicity. 
Evan.  I’ll  to  the  Queen.  Wd.  Do  ny  thing  that’s  honeft, 

But  if  ycu  iue  to  him,  in  Death  1  hate  you.  \J£kwnt.'t 


ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  and'Ai  alio* 

Cam .  \T  7  AS  there  ever  heard  of  fuch  a  Mirr  age? 

VV  Men.  Marriage  and  Hanging  go  by‘  odtiny, 

’Tis  the  old  Proverb,  now  they  come  together. 

Clff.  But  a  Month  married,  then  to  lolc  his  Lif  ♦  for’t? 

I  would  have  a  long  Month  fure  that  pays  the  Soldiers.  *  ' 

Enter  Tony  with  an  Urinal. 

Cam.  Or  get  all  the  Almanacks  burnt,  that  were  a  rare  trick, 
And  have  no  Month  remembred.  How  now,  Tony? 

Whofc  Water  are  you  calling? 

Tony.  A  lick  Gentleman’s, 

Is  very  lick,  much  troubled  with  the  Stone, 

He  fhould  not  live  abouth  a  Month,  by  his  Urine, 

About  St.  David\  Day  it  will  go  hard  with  him. 

He  will  then  be  troubled  with  a  pain  in  his  Neck  too. 

Men.  A  peftilent  Fool  j  when  wilt  thou  marry,  Tony  ? 

Tony.  When  I  mean  to  be  hang’d,  and  ’tis  the  furer  Contra#, 
Cle.  What  think  you  of  this  Marriage  of  Palerio's? 

Tony.  They  have  given  him  a  hot  Cullard,  and  mean  to  burn  his 
Mouth  with  it;  had  l  known  he  hadbeengiven  to  dye  honourably, 
I  would  have  help’d  him  to  a  Wench,  a  rare  one,  fhould  have 
kill’d  him  in  three  Weeks,  and  fav’d  his  Sentence. 

Cam.  There  be  them  would  have  fpared  ten  days  of  that  too. 
Tony.  It  may  be  fo,  you  have  Women  of  all  Virtues: 

There  be  fome  Guns  that  I  could  bring  him  to, 

Some  Mortar-pieces  that  are  plac’d  i*  th5  Suburbs, 

Would  tear  him  into  Quarters  in  two  hours,  "  - 

There  be  alfo  of  the  Race  of  the  old  Cockatrices, 

That  would  difpatch  him  with  once  looking  on  him. 

Men.  What  Month  wouldft  thou  chufe,  Tony,  if  thou  hadft 
the  like  Fortune?  v  ^ 

Tony.  I  would  chufc  a  mull’d  Sack  Month,  to  comfort  my  Belly, 

for 
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for  fure  my  Back  would  ake  for’c  and  at  the  Months  end  I  would 
be  moil  difmally  drunk,  and  fcorn  the  Gallows. 

Men.  I  would  chufe  March,  fori  would  come  in  like  a  Lion* 
Tony.  Buc  you’d  go  out  like  a  Lamb  when  you  went  to  hanging. 
Caw.  I  would  take  April ,  take  the  fweet  o’th*  Year, 

And  kifs  my  Wench  upon  the  tender  Flowrets, 

Tumble  on  every  Green,  and  as  the  Birds  fung, 

Embrace,  and  melt  away  my  Soul  in  pieafure. 

Tony .  You  would  go  a  Maying  gayly  to  the  Gallows. 

Cle.  Prithee  tell  us  fome  News.  Tony.  I'll  tell  ye  all  I  know, 
You  may  be  honeft,  and  poor  Fools,  as  I  am, 

And  blow  your  Fingers  ends.  Cam.  That’s  no  news,  Fool. 

Tony.  You  may  be  Knaves  then  when  you  pleafe,  ftark  Knaves, 
And  build  fair  Houfcs,  but  your  Heirs  (hall  have  none  of  ’em. 

Men.  Thefe  are  undoubted.  Tony.  Truth  is  not  with  the  hearing, 
I’ll  tell  you  News  then  \  there  was  a  drunken  Saylor, 

That  got  a  Mermaid  with  Child  as  fhe  went  a  Milking, 

And  now  (he  fues  him  in  the  Bawdy-Court  for  it, 

The  Infant-monfter  is  brought  up  in  Fifb-Jlreet. 

Cam.  Ay,  this  is  fomething. 

Tony.  I’ll  tell  you  more,  there  was  a  Fifh  taken, 

A  monftrous  Fifh,  with  a  Sword  by  his  fide,  a  long  Sword, 

A  Pike  in’s  Neck,  and  a  Gun  in’s  Nofe,  a  huge  Gun, 

And  Letters  of  Mart  in’s  Mouth,  from  the  Duke  of  Florence. 

Cle.  This  is  a  monftrous  lye.  Tony .  I  do  confcfs  it : 

Do  you  think  I  would  tell  you  truths,  that  dare  not  hear  ’em? 
You  are  honeft  things,  we  Courtiers  fcorn  to  converfe  with.  [Exit* 
Cam.  A  plaguy  Fool:  But  let’s  confider,  Gentlemen, 

Why  the  Queen  drives  not  to  oppofe  this  Sentence, 

The  Kingdom’s  Honour  fuffers  in  this  cruelty. 

Men.  No  doubt  the  Queen,  though  (he  be  virtuous, 

Winks  at  the  Marriage,  for  by  that  only  means 
The  King’s  flame  leflens  to  the  youthful  Lady, 

If  not  goes  out  >  within  this  Month,  I  doubt  not. 

She  hopes  to  rock  afleep  his  Anger  alfo  j 
Shall  we  go  fee  the  preparation? 

*Tis  time,  for  Strangers  come  to  view  the  wonder, 

Cam .  Come,  let’s  away,  fend  my  Friends  happier  Weddings. 

[ Exeunt . 

Enter  Queen  and  Evanthc. 

Queen.  You  (hall  be  merry,  come,  I’ll  have  it  fo; 

Can  there  be  any  Nature  fo  unnoble, % 

Or  Anger  fo  inhuman,  to  purfue  this? 

Evan.  I  fear  there  is.  Queen.  Your  fears  are  poor  and  foolifli, 
Though  he  be  hafty,  and  his  Anger  Death, 

His  Will  like  Torrents,  not  to  be  refifted, 

C  Yet 
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Yet  Law  and  Juftice  go  along  to  guide  him  j 
And  what  Law,  or  what  Juftice  can  he  find 
To  juftifie  hi?  Will?  what  Aft  or  Statute, 

By  Human,  or  Divine  Eftablifhment, 

Le  ft  to  dirtftus,  that,  makes  Marriage  Death? 

Honeft  fair  Wedlock?  ’(.was  given  for  encrcafe, 

For  preservation  of  Mankind,  l  take  it* 

He  mull  1  e  more  than  Man  then  lhat  dare  break  it  j 
Come,  chefs  ye  handfemiy,  ycu  fhall  have  my  Jewels, 

And  put  a  Face  on  that  contemns  bafe  Fortune, 

’Twill  make  him  more  infult  to  fee  you  fearful, 

Outlook  his  Anger.  Evan.  O  my  Valerio] 

Be  witnefs  my  pure  Mind,  ’tis  thee  I  grieve  for. 

Queen-  But  fhew  it  not ;  I  wculd  fo  crucifie  hina 
"With  an  innocent  ncglcft  of  what  he  can  do, 

A  brave  ftrong  pit  us  fcorn,  that  I  would  fluke  himj 
Put  all  the  wanton  Cupids  in  thine  Eye?, 

And  all  the  Giaces  on  that  Nature  gave  thee, 

Mike  up  thy  Beauty  to  that  height  of  Excellence, 

I’ll  help  thee,  and  forgive  thee,  as  if  Venus 
Were  now  again  to  catch  the  God  of  War, 

In  his  moft  rugged  anger  y  when  thou  haft  him, 

(  As  ’tis  impoflible  he  fhould  refill  thee) 

And  kneeling  at  thy  conquering  Feet  for  mercy, 

Then  fhew  thy  Virtue,  then  again  delpife  him. 

And  all  his  Power,  then  with  a  look  of  Honour 
Mingled  with  noble  Chaftity,  ftrike  him  dead, 

Evan.  Good  Madam  dref>  me. 

You  arm  me  bravely, 

Queen.  Make  him  know  his  cruelty 
Begins  with  him  fir  ft,  he  muft  fuffer  for  if, 

And  that  thy  Sentence  is  fo  welcome  to  thee, 

And  to  thy  noble  Lord,  you  long  to  meet  it. 

Stamp  fuch  a  deep  impreflion  of  thy  Beauty 
Into  his  Soul,  and  of  thy  Worthinefs, 

That  when  Valerio  and  Evatithe  ilcep 

In  one  rich  Earth,  hung  round  about  with  Blcffings, 

He  may  run  mad,  and  curfe  his  Aftj  be  lufty, 

HI  teach  thee  how  to  dye  too,  if  thou  fear’ft  it. 

Evan.  I  thank  your  Grace,  you  have  prepar’d  me  ftrongly. 
And  my  weak  Mind.  Queen.  Death  is  unwelcome  never, 
Unlefs  it  be  to  tortur’d  Minds  and  fick  Souls, 

That  make  their  own  Hells*,  *tis  fuch  a  benefit 

When  it  comes  crown’d  with  Honour,  (hews  fo  fweet  too! 

Though  they  paint  it  ugly,  that’s  but  to  reftrain  us, 

For  every  living  thing  would  love  it  clfe, 
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Fly  (boldly  to  their  peace  e’er  Nature  call’d ’em  *  .  , , 

The  Reft  we  have  from  labour,  and  from  trouble 
Is  fome  lnticement,  every  thing  alike, 

The  poor  Slave  that  lies  private  has  his  liberty. 

As  amply  as  his  Mafter,  in  that  Tomb, 

The  Earth  as  light  upon  him,  and  the  Flowers 
That  grow  about  him,  fmell  as  fweet,  and  flattrifh. 

But  when  we  love  v|mh  Honour  to  our  ends, 

When  Memory  and  Virtue  are  our  Mourners ; 

What  pleafure’s  there  /  they  arc  infinite,  Evanthe , 

Only,  my  virtuous  Wench,  we  want  our  fenfes. 

That  benefit  we  are  bar’d,  ’twould  make  us  proud  elfe, 

And  lazy  to  look  up  to  happier  life, 

The  Bleftings  of  the  People  would  fo  fwell  us. 

Evan .  Good  Madam,  drefs  me,  you  have  dreft  my  Soul. 

The  merrieft  Bride  I’ll  be  for  all  this  mifery, 

The  proudeft  to  fome  Eyes  too. 

Queen.  ’Twill  do  better,  come,  ftmnk  no  more. 

Evan.  I  am  too  confident.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Sorano. 

Sot.  You  are  too  remifs  and  wanton  in  your  Angers, 

You  mould  things  handfomly,  and  then  neglett  ’em; 

A  powerful  Prince  fhould  be  conftanc  to  his  Power  ftill, 

And  hold  up  what  he  builds,  then  People fear  him: 

When  he  lets  loofe  his  Hand  it  (hews  a  weaknefs. 

And  Men  examine  or  contemn  his  Greatnefs  : 

A  fcorn  of  this  high  kind  fhould  have  call’d  up 
A  Revenge  equal,  not  a  Pity  in  you. 

Fred.  She  is  thy  Sifter.  Sor.  And  Ihc  were  my  Mother, 

Wbilft  l  conceive  ’tis  you  (he  has  wrong’d,  I  hate  her, 

And  ftiakeher  nearnefs  oft;  1  ftudy,  Sir, 

To  fatisfic  your  Angers  that  are  juft. 

Before  your  Pleafures.  Fred.  I  have  done  that  already 
I  fear  has  pull’d  too  many  Curfes  on  me. 

Sor.  Curfes  or  Envies,  on  Valerio's  Head, 

Would  you  take  my  counfel.  Sir,  they  fhould  all  light* 

And  with  the  weight  not  only  crack  his  Skull, 

But  his  fair  credit  5  the  exquifite  vexation 
I  have  devis’d,  fo  pleafe  you  give  way  in’t. 

And  let  it  work,  ftiall  more  afflidfc  his  Soul, 

And  trench  upon  that  Honour  that  he  brags  of. 

Than  fear  of  Death  in  all  the  frights  he  carries  j 
If  you  fit  down  here  they  will  both  abufe  ye. 

Laugh  at  your  poor  relenting  Power,  and  fcorn  ye. 

What  fatisfa&ion  can  their  Deaths  bring  to  you,  , 

That  are  prepar’d,  and  proud  to  dye,  and  willingly, 

C  z  And 
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And  at  their  ends  wil!  thank  you  for  that  honour? 

How  are  you  nearer  the  defire  you  aim  at  ? 

Or  if  it  be  revenge  your  anger  covets, 

How  can  their  Angle  Deaths  give  you  content,  Sir? 

Petty  revenges  end'in  Blood,  flight  angers, 

A  Prince’s  Rage  fliould  find  out  new  Difeafcs, 

Death  were  a  pleafure  too,  to  pay  proud  Fools  with. 

Fred.  What  fhould  I  do?  Sor.  Add  but  your  power  unto  me. 
Make  me  but  ftrong  by  your  protedlion, 

And  you  lhall  fee  what  Joy,  and  what  delight, 

What  infinite  pleafure  this  poor  Month  fliall  yield  him. 

I’ll  make  him  wilTi  he  were  dead  on  his  Marriage-day, 

Or  Bed-rid  with  old  Age,  I’ll  make  him  curfe, 

And  cry  and  curfe,  give  me  but  Power.  Fred.  You  have  it, 
Here,  take  my  Ring,  I  am  content  he  pay  for’t. 

Sor.  It  fhall  be  now  Revenge,  as  I  will  handle  it, 

He  fliall  live  after  this  to  beg  his  Life  too  : 

Twenty  to  ©ne  by  this  Thread,  as  I’ll  weave  it, 

Evantbe  fliall  be  yours. 

Fred.  Take  all  Authority,  and  be  moffc  happy. 

Sor.  Good  Sir,  no  more  Pity.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Tony,  three  Citizens ,  and  three  Wives. 
i  Wife .  Good  Mailer  Tony  put  me  in. 

Tony.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

1  Wife.  Forfootb,  at  the  fign  of  the  great  Shoulder  cf  Mutton. 
Tony.  A  hungry  Man  would  hunt  your  Houfe  out  inllantly, 

Keep  the  Dogs  from  your  Door^  Is  this  Letcice  Ruff  your 
Husband?  a  fine  fharp  Sallee  to  your  Sign. 

2  Wife .  Will  you  put  me  in  too? 

3  Wife  And  me,  good  Mailer  Tony. 

Tony.  Put  ye  all  inf*  you  had  bdl  come  twenty  more*  you  . 
Think  ’tis  eafie,  a  trick  of  Legerdemain,  to  put  ye  all  in, 

’Twould  pofe  a  Fellow  that  had  twice  my  Body, 

Though  it  were  made  into  Chines  and  Fillets. 

2  Wife.  Put’s  into  th’  Wedding,  Sir,  we  would  fain  fee  that, 
i  Wife.  And  the  brave  Mafque  too. 

Tony.  You  two  are  pretty  Women,  are  you  their  Husbands? 
z  Cit,  Yes,  for  want  of  better. 

Tony.  I  think  fo  too,  you  would  not  be  fo  mad  elfe 
To  turn  ’em  loofe  to  a  company  of  young  Courtiers, 

That  fwarm  like  Bees  in  Mayt  when  they  fee  young  Wenches  j 
You  mull  not  fqueak. 

3  Wife.  No,  Sir,  we  are  better  tutor’d. 

Tony.  Nor  if  a  young  Lord  offer  you  the  courtefie. 

2  Wife.  We  know  what  ’tis,  Sir. 

Tony.  Nor  you  mull  not  grumble, 
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If  you  be  thrud  up  hard,  we  thruit  mou  nmuuu/« 
i  Wife.  We  know  the  word. 

Tony.  Get  you  two  in  then  quietly, 

And  fliift  for  your  felves;  we  mud  have  no  old  Women, 

They  are  out  of  ufc,  unlefs  they  have  Petitions, 

Befides  they  cough  fo  loud  they  drown  the  Mufick. 

You  would  go  in  too,  but  there  is  no  place  for  yc? 

I  am  forry  for  r,  go  and  forget  your  Wives, 

Or  pray  they  may  be  able  to  differ  patiently. 

You  may  have  Heirs  may  prove  wife  Aldermen, 

Go,  or  I’ll  call  the  Guard. 

$  Cit.  We  will  get  in,  we‘11  venture  broken  Pates  elfe. 

[Ex.  Cit.  and  Woman. 

Tony.  *Tis  impoflible, 

You  are  too  fecurely  Arm’d;  how  they  flock  hither, 

And  with  what  joy  the  Women  run  by  heaps 
To  fee  this  Marriage  !  They  tickle  to  think  of  it. 

They  hope  for  every  Month  a  Husband  too; 

Still  how  they  run,  and  how  the  wittals  follow  ’em, 

The  weak  things  that  are  worn  between  the  Legs, 

That  Brulhing,  Dreffing,  nor  new  Naps  can  mend, 

How  they  poll  to  fee  their  own  Confulion  ? 

This  is  a  merry  World. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred '.  Look  to  the  Door  Sirrah, 

Thou  art  a  Fool,  and  maid  do  mifehief  lawfully. 

Tony.  Give  me  your  Hand,  you  are  my  Brother  Fool, 

You  may  both  make  the  Law,  and  mar  it  prefently. 

Do  you  love  a  Wench  ?  Fred.  Who  does  not,  Fool? 

Tony.  Not  I,  unlefs  you  will  give  me  a  longer  leafe  to  marry  her; 
Fred.  What  are  all  thefc  that  come,  what  bufinefs  have  they  £ 
Tony.  Some  come  to  gape,  thofe  are  my  fellow  Fools; 

Some  to  get  home  their  Wives,  thofe  be  their  own  Fools; 

Some  to  rejoice  with  thee,  thofe  be  the  times  Fools; 

And  fome  I  fear  to  curfe  thee,  thofe  are  poor  Fools, 

Enter  CaflYnder,  an  old  Lady  faffing  over. 

A  fet  People  call  them  honed.  Look,  look  King,  look, 

A  weather-beaten  Lady,  new  Careen’d. 

Fred.  An  old  one. 

Tony.  The  Glades  of  her  Eyes  are  new  rub’d  over. 

And  the  worm-eaten  Records  in  her  Face  are  daub’d  up  neatly  $ 
Sec  lays  her  Breads  out  too,  like  to  poch’d  Eggs 
That  had  the  Yolks  fuckt  out;  they  get  new  Heads  alfo, 

New  Teeth,  new  Tongues,  for  the  old  are  all  worn  our, 

And  as  ’tis  hop’d,  new  Tails.  Fred.  For  what? 

Tony.  For  old  Courtiers, 
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i  nc  young  ones  are  too  ltirring  for  their  Travels/ 

Fred.  Go  leave  your  knavery,  and  help  to  keep  the  Door  well, 

1  will  have  no  fuch  prefs. 

Tony.  Lay  thy  Hand  o’thy  Heart,  King. 

F red.  I’ll  have  ye  whipt. 

Tcny.  The  Fool  and  thou  are  parted.  [Etfit, 

Fred.  Sorano  work,  and  free  me  from  this  Spell, 

’Twixt  love  and  fcorn  there’s  nothing  felt  but  Hell.  [Hvrr. 

Enter  Valerio,  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Menalio,  and  Servants. 

Fal.  Tie  cn  my  Scarf,  you  are  fo  long  about  me, 

GcoJ  my  Lords  help,  give  me  my  other  Cloak, 

That  Hat  and  Feather.  Lord  what  a  Taylor’s  this, 

To  nuke  me  up  thus  tlraight!  One  Sigh  would  burft  me, 

1  have  not  room  to  Breath  ^  come  button,  button, 

Button,  apace.  Cam.  I  am  glad  to  fee  yon  merry,  Sir. 

Val.’T would  make  you  merry  had  you  fuch  a  Wife, 

And  fuch  an  Age  to  injoy  her  in.  Men.  An  Age,  Sir? 

Fal.  A  Month’s  an  Age  to  him  that  is  contented. 

What  fliould  I  feck  for  more?  Give  me  my  Sword. 

Ha  my  good  Lords,  that  every  one  of  you  now 

Had  but  a  Lady  of  that  Youth  and  Beauty 

To  blcfs  your  felves  this  Night  with,  would  ye  not  ? 

Pray  ye  fpcak  uprightly.  ck.  We  confeis  ye  happy,  ' 

And  wq  could  well  wifh  fuch  another  Banquet, 

Put  on  that  price,  my  Lord -  Fal.  ’Twere  nothing  clfe, 

No  Man  can  ever  come  to  aim  at  Heav’n, 

Put  by  fhc  knowledge  of  a  Hell.  Thefe  Shoos  arc  heavy, 

And  if  I  fliould  be  call’d  to  Dance  thry’ll  clog  me, 

Qer  me  fome  Pumps >  I’ll  tell  ye  brave  Camilla, 

And  you  dear  Friends,  the  King  has  honour’d  me. 

Out  of  his  Gracious  Favour  has  much  honour’d  me, 

To  limit  me  my  time,  for  who  would  live  long? 

Who  would  be  old  ?  ’cis  fuch  a  wearinefs. 

Such  a  Difcafc,  that  hangs  like  lead  upon  us. 

As  it  increafes,  fo  Vexations, 

Griefs  of  the  Mind,  pains  of  the  feeble  Body, 

Rheums,  Coughs,  Catarrhs,  we  are  but  our  living  Coffins .j 
Befides,  the  fair  Soul’s  old  too,  it  grows  covetous, 

Which  fhews  all  Honour  is  departed  from  us, 

And  we  are  Earth  again.  Cle.  You  make  fair  ufe,  Sir. 

Fal.  I  would  not  live  to  learn  to  lie,  Cleanthes , 

For  all  the  World,  old  Men  are  prone  to  that  too  j 
Thou  that  baft  beetl  a  Soldier,  Menalio , 

A  noble  Soldier,  and  defied  all  Danger,  ‘ 

Adopted  thy  bratfe  Arm  the  Heir  to  Victory, 

Would’ft  thou  live  fo  long  till  Strength  forfook  thee? 

Till 
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Till  thou  grew’ft  only  a  long  tedioUs  Srory 
Of  what  thou  hadft  been  ?  till  thy  Sword  hang  by, 

And  lazy  Spiders  fill’d  the  Hilt  with  Cobwebs  ? 

Men.  No  fure,  1  would  not.  Val.  ’Tis  not  fit  yc  fhould, 

To  die  a  young  Man  is  to  be  an  Angel, 

Our  great  good  Parts  put  Wings  unto  our  Souls  : 

We’ll  have  a  roufe  before  we  go  to  Bed,  Friends,  , 

Pray  ye  tell  me,  is’t  a  handfome  Mask  we  have? 

Cam.  W  e  underftand  fo. 

Pal.  And  the  young  Gentlemen  dance  ? 

Cle.  They  do  Sir,  and  fome  dance  well. 

Fal.  They  rauft  before  the  Ladies, 

We’ll  have  a  roufe  before  we  go  to  Bed,  Friends, 

A  lufty  one,  ’cwill  make  my  Blood  dance  too.  [  Muftck . 

Cam.  Ten,  if  you  pleafe.  Val.  And  we  ll  be  wondrous  merry. 
They  flay  fure,  come,  I  hear  the  Mufick  forward, 

You  fhall  have  all  Gloves  prefently.  [Exit. 

Men.  We  attend  Sir,  but  firft  we  mud  look  to  th’  Doors. 

[Knocking  within . 

The  King  has  charged  us.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  two  Servant t. 

i  Ser.  What  a  Noife  do  you  keep  there  ?  call  my  Fallows  O’ 
the  Guard;  you  mud  ceafe  now  until „the  King  be  enter’d?  he  is 
gone  to  th’  Temple  now. 

z  Ser.  Look  to  that  back  Door,  and  keep  it  fafl  > 

They  fwarm  like  Bees  about  it. 

Enter  Camillo,  Cl  anthes,  Menallo,  Tony  fallowing. 

Cam.  Keep  back  thofe  Citizens,  and  let  their  Wives  in, 

Their  handfome  Wives. 

'  Tony,  They  have  crowded  me  to  Verjuice, 

I  fvveat  like  a  Butter-Box. 

i  Serv .  Stand  further  off  there. 

Men.  Take  the  Women  afide,  and  talk  with  ’em  in  private  j 
Give  ’em  that  they  came  for. 

Tony.  The  whole  Court  cannot  do  it  5 
Befides,  the  next  Mask,  if  we  ufe  ’em  fo. 

They’ll  come  by  Millions  to  expert  our  largefs  : 

We  have  broke  a  hundred  Heads.  Cle.  Are  they  fh  tender  ? 

-  Tony.  But  ’ewas  behind,  before  they  have  all  Murrions. 

Cam.  Let  in  thofe  Ladies,  make  ’em  room  for  fname  there. 

Tony.  They  are  no  Ladies,  there’s  one  bald  before  ’em, 

A  Gent,  bald,  they  are  curtail’d  Queens  in  hired  Clothes, 

They  come  out  of  Spain  I  think,  they  are  very  fultry 

Men.  Keep  ’em  in  Breath  for  an  Ambaffkdor  [Knocks  within. 
Methinks  my  Nofe  fhakes  at  their  Memories, 

What  bouncing’s  that?  Within .  I  am  one  of  the  Mufick,  Sir. 

Within . 
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Within.  I  have  Sweet-meats  for  the  Banquet. 

Cant.  Let  ’em  in. 

7 ony.  They  lye  my  Lord,  they  come  to  feek  their  Wives^ 

Two  broken  Citizens. 

Cam.  Break  ’em  more,  they  arc  but  brufled  yet. 

Bold  Rafcals,  offer  to  difturb  your  Wive*  ? 

Cle.  Lock  the  Doors  fail,  the  Mufick,  hark  the  King  comes.' 

A  Curtain  drawn. 

Tt he  King ,  ^ueen}  Valerio,  Evanthe,  Ladies ,  Attendants  t  Camillo, 

Cleanthes,  Sorano,  Menallo. 

A  MASK. 

Cupid  defeends ,  the  Graces  fitting  by  him ,  Cupid  being  bound  the 

Graces  unbind  him ,  he  [peaks. 

Cupid.  Unbind  me,  my  Delight,  this  Night  is  mine; 

Now  let  me  look  upon  what  Stars  here  {bine, 

Let  me  behold  the  Beauties,  then  clip  high 
My  colour’d  Wings,  proud  of  my  Deity  $ 

1  am  fatisfy’d,  bind  me  again,  and  fail, 

My  angry  Bow  will  make  too  great  a  waile 
Of  Beauty  elfe^  now  call  my  Maskers  in, 

Call  with  a  Song,  and  let  the  Sports  begin; 

Call  ajyi  my  Servants  the  Effects  of  Love, 

And  to  a  Mcafure  let  them  nobly  move. 

Come  you  Servants  of  proud  Love, 

Come  away : 

Fairly,  nobly,  gently  move. 

Too  long,  too  long  you  make  us  (lay  ; 

Fancy,  Defire,  Delight,  Hope,  Ftar, 

Diilrufl  and  Jealouiie,  be  you  too  here  ; 

Confuming  Care,  and  raging  Ire, 

And  Poverty  in  poor  Attire, 

March  fairly  in,  and  laft  Dcfpair  ; 

Now  full  Mufick  (trike  the  Air. 

Enter  the  Maskers ,  Fancy ,  Defin  e,  Delight ,  Hope ,  Fear ,  Diflruft , 
Jealoufie ,  Care ,  Ire ,  Defipair ,  they  dance ,  after  which  Cupid  [peaks. 
Cupid.  Away,  1  have  done,  the  Day  begins  to  light, 

Lovers,  you  know  your  Fate,  good  Nighr,  good  Night. 

Cupid  and  the  Graces  aficend  in  the  Chariot. 

King.  Come  to  the  Banquet,  when  that’s  ended.  Sir, 

I’ll  fee  you  i’bed,  and  fo  good  night;  be  merry; 

You  have  a  fweet  Bed-Fellow.  Val.  1  thank  your  Grace, 

And  ever  ihall  be  bound  unto  your  Noblenefs. 

King.  I  pray  I  may  deferve  your  Thanks,  fet  forward.  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT  III.  SC  ENE  i. 

Enter  divers  Monks,  Alphonfo  going  to  the  Tomb ,  Rugio  and  Frier 
Marco  difcover  the  Tomb  and  *  Chair', 

Mar.  npHE  Night  grows  on,  lead  foftly  to  the  Tomb, 

X  And  fing  not  ’till  I  bid  ye;  let  the  Mufick 
Play  gently  as  he  pafles.  Rug.  O  fair  Pidure, 

That  were  the  living  Hope  of  all  our  Honours*, 

How  are  we  baniiht  from  the  Joy  we  dreamt  of?  1 

Will  he  ne’er  fpeak  more  ? 

Mar.  ’Tis  full  three  Months,  Lord  Rugio , 

Since  any  articulate  Sound  came  from  his  Tongue. 

Set  him  down  gently.  [Sits  in  a  Chair . 

Rug.  What  fhould  the  Reafon  be,  Sir? 

Mar.  As  ’tis  in  Nature  with  thofc  loving  Husbands, 

That  fympathize  their  Wives  Pains,  and  their  Throes 
When  they  are  breeding,  and  ’tis  ufual  too. 

We  have  it  by  Experience  j  fo  in  him,  Sir, 

In  this  moll  noble  Spirit  that  now  fuffers ; 

For  when  his  honour’d  Father  good  Bratidino 

Fell  fick,  he  felt  the  Griefs,  and  labour’d  with  them, 

His  Fits,  and  his  Difeafe  he  ftill  inherited, 

Grew  the  fame  thing,  and  had  not  Nature  check’d  him. 

Strength  and  Ability,  he  had  dy’d  that  Hour  too. 

Rug.  Emblem  of  noble  Love !  Mar.  That  very  Minute 
His  Father’s  Breath  forfook  him,  that  fame  Inftanr, 

A  rare  Example  of  his  Piety, 

And  Love  paternal,  the  Organ  of  his  Tongue 
Was  never  heard  to  found  again  ;  fo  near  Death 
Hp  feeks  to  wait  upon  his  worthy  Father, 

But  that  we  force  his  Meat,  he  were  one  Body. 

Rug.  He  points  to  th’  Tomb.  Mar,  That  is  the  place  he  honours. 
A  Houfe  I  fear  he  will  not  be  long  out  of. 

He  will  to  th’  Tomb,  good  my  Lord  lend  your  Hand  j 
Now  ling  the  Funeral  Song,  and  let  him  kneel, 

For  then  he  is  pleas’d.  [A  Song. 

Rug.  Heav’n  lend  thy  powerful  Hand, 

And  eafe  this  Prince.  Mar.  He  will  pafs  back  again.  [ Exeunt , 

Enter  Valerio. 

Fal.  They  drink  abundantly,  I  am  hot  with  Wine  too, 
Luftily  warm,  I’ll  fteal  now  to  my  Happinefs, 

’Tis  Midnight,  and  the  filent  Hour  invites  me, 

But  fhe  is  up  ftill,  and  attends  the  Queen.; 

Thou  Dew  of  Wine  and  Sleep  hang  on  their  Eye-lids, 
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Steep  their  dull  Senfcs  in  the  Healths  they  drink* 

That  I  may  quickly  find  my  lov’d  Evanfhe. 

The  King  is  merry  too,  and  drank  unto  me, 

Sign  of  fair  Peace.  O  this  Night’s  Bleflednefs !. 

If  l  had  forty  Heads  I  would  give  all  for’r. 

Is  not  the  end  of  our  Ambitions, 

Of  all  our  human  Studies,  and  our  Travels, 

Of  our  Defires,  the  obtaining  of  our  Wilkes? 

Certain  it  is,  and  there  Man  makes  his  Center. 

1  have  obtain’d  Evanthe ,  I  have  married  her. 

Can  any  Fortune  keep  me  from  enjoying  her.? 

Enter  Sorano. 

I  have  my  Wifh,  what’s  left  me  to  accufe  now  ? 

I  am  Friends  with  all  the  World,  but  thy  bafe  Malice  ; 

Go  glory  in  thy  Mifchiefs  thou  proud  Man, 

And  cry  it  to  the  World  thou  hall  ruin’d  Virtue  5 
How  I  contemn  thee,  and  thy  petty  Malice ! 

And  with  what  Scorn  I  look  down  on  thy  Pra&ice  ! 

Sor.  You’ll  ling  me  a  new  Song  anon  Falerio > 

And  wilh  thefe  hot  Words- .  Val.  1  defpife  thee,  Fellow 

Thy  Threats,  or  Flatteries,  all  I  fling  behind  me; 

I  have  my  end,  I  have  thy  noble  Sifter, 

A  Name  too  worthy  of  thy  Blood  ;  1  have  married  her, 

And  will  enjoy  her  too.  SOr .  ’Tis  very  likely.  ~ 

Val.  And  that  lhort  Month  I  have  to  blefs  me  With  her 
I’ll  make  an  Age,  I’ll  reckon  each  Embrace 
A  Year  of  Pleafure,  and  each  Night  a  Jubile, 

Every  quick  Kifs  a  Spring ;  and  when  I  mean 
To  lofe  my  felf  in  all  Delightfulnefs, 

Twenty  fweet  Summers  l  will  tye  together 
In  fpight  of  thee,  and  thy  malignant  Mailer; 

I  will  die  old  in  Love,  though  young  in  Pleafure. 

Sor.  But  that  1  hate  thee  deadly,  I  could  pity  thee.' 

Thou  art  the  pooreft  miferable  thing 

This  Day  on  Earth ;  I’ll  tell  thee  why,  Valerio , 

All  thou  efteemeft,  and  buiklft  upon  for  Happinefs, 

For  Joy,  for  Pleafure,  for  Delight,  is  pall  thee, 

And  like  a  wanton  Dream  already  vanifhr. 

Val.  [s  my  Love  falfe?  Sor.  No,  fhc  is  conftant  to  thee^ 
Conftant  to  all  thy  Mifery  Ihe  fliall  be,  ’J; 

And  curfe  thee  too.  Val.  Is  my  ftrong  Body  weaken’d, 
Charm’d  or  abus’d  with  fubtle  Drink  ?  Speak,  Villain. 

Sor.  Neither,  1  dare  fpeak,  thou  art  Hill  as  lufty 
As  when  thou  lov’d  ft  her  firft,  as  ftrong  and  hopeful, 

The  Month  thou  haft  given  tfiee  is  a  Month  of  Mifery, 

And  where  thou  think’ll  each  Jiour  ftiall  yield  a  Pleafure, 

^  Lc 
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Look  for  a  killing  Pain,  for  thou  /halt  find  it 
Before  thou  dyeft,  each  Minute  fhall  prepare  ir 
And  ring  fo  many  Knells  to  fad  AfHi&ions; 

The  King  has  given  thee  a  long  Month  to  die  in, 

And  miferably  die.  Val .  Undo  thy  Riddle, 

I  am  prepar’d  wh3t  ever  Fate  fhall  follow. 

Sor.  Doft  thou  fee  this  Ring  ? 

Val.  1  know  it  too.  Sor.' Then  mark  me, 

By  Vcrtue  of  this  Ring,  this  I  pronounce  to  thee, 

5Tis  the  King’s  Will.  Val  Let  me  know  it  fuddenly. 

Sor.  If  thou  doft  otter  to  touch  Evanthe\  Body 
Beyond  a  Kifs,  though  thou  art  marry ’d  to  her, 

And  lawfully  as  thou  thinkeft  friay’fl:  enjoy  her, 

That  Minute  fhe  lhall  die.  Val.  O  Devil -  - 

Sor.  If  thou  difcover  this  Command  Unto  her, 

Or  to  a  Friend  that  mall  importune  thee, 

And  why  thou  abftaineft,  and  from  whofe  Will,  ye  all  perifii  ^ 
Upon  the  felf-fame  Forfeit:  Are  ye  fitted.  Sir? 

Now  if  ye  love  her,  ye  may  preferve  her  Life  fl.il!, 

If  not,  you  know  the  worft :  how  falls  your  Month  out  ? 

Val.  This  Tyranny  could  never  be  invented 
But  in  the  School  of  Hell,  Earth  is  too  innocent; 

Not  to  enjoy  her  when  fhe  is  my  Wife? 

W  hen  fhe  is  willing  too  ?  Sor .  She  is  mofl  willing, 

And  will  run  mad  to  mifsj  but  if  you  hit  her, 

Be  fure  you  hit  her  home,  and  kill  her  with  it  y 
There  are  fuch  Women  that  will  dye  with  Pleafure : 

The  Axe  will  follow  elfe,  that  will  not  fail 

To  fetch  her  Maiden-Head,  and  difpatch  her  quickly; 

Then  fhall  the  World  know  you  are1  the  caufe  of  Murther, 
And  as  ’tis  requifite  your  Life  fhall  pay  for’t. 

Val.  Thou  doft  but  jeft,  thou  canft  not  be  fo  monftrous 
As  thou  proclaim'd:  thy  felf;  thou  art  her  Brother, 

And  there  muft  be  a  feeling  Heart  within  thee 
Of  her  ML&icns ;  wert  thou  a  Stranger  to  us, 

And  bred  amongft  wild  Rocks,  thy  Nature  wild  too, 
AfFc&ion  in  thee  as  thy  breeding,  cold, 

And  unrelenting  as  the  Rocks  that  nourifh’d  thee,  : 

Yet  thou  muft  (hake  to  tell  me  this  y  they  tremble 
When  the  rude  Sea  threatens  Divorce  amongft  ’em, 

They  that  are  fenfelefs  things  {hake  at  a  Tcmpeft; 

Thou  art  a  Man - -  Sor .  Be  thoii  too  then,  ’twill  try  thee, 

And  Patience  now  will  be  ft  become  thy  Noblcnefs. 

Val.  Invent  fome  other  Torment  to  afHi<5fc  me, 

All,  if  thou  pleafe,  put  all  Affli&ions  on  me, 

Study  thy  Brains  out  for  ’em,  fo  this  be  none 
I  car?  not  of  what  Nature*  nor  what  Cruelty, 
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Nor  of  what  length.  Sor.  This  is  enough  to  vex  ye. 

fral.  The  Tale  ot  Tantalus  is  cow  prov’d  true, 

And  from  me  fhall  be  regiftred  Authenticity  [, 

To  have  my  Joys  within  my  Arms,  and  lawful. 

Mine  own  Delights,  yet  dare  not  touch. 

Even  as  thou  hateft  me  Brother,  let  no  young  Man  know  t 
As  thou  fhalt  hope  for  Peace  when  thou  mofl  nced’fl  it, 

Peace  in  thy  Soul,  defire  the  King  to  kill  me, 

Make  me  a  Traitor,  any  thing,  I’ll  yield  to  it, 

And  give  thee  caufe,  fo  l  may  die  immediately  ; 

Lock  me  in  Prifon  where  no  Sun  may  fee  me, 

In  Walls  fo  thick  no  hope  may  e’er  come  at  me  y 

Keep  me  from  Meat,  and  Drink,  and  Sleep,  I’ll  blefs  thee; 

Give  me  fome  damned  Potion  to  deliver. me, 

That  I  may  never  know  my  felf  again,  forget  9 

My  Country,  Kindred,  Name  and  Fortune  ;  laft, 

That  my  chafte  Love  may  never  appear  before  me, 

This  were  fome  Comfort.  Sor.  All  I  have  I  have  brought  ye, 
And  much  good  may  it  do  ye,  my  dear  Brother, 

See  ye  obferve  it  well ;  you  will  find  about  ye 
Many  Eyes  fet,  that  fhall  o’er-look  ycur  Actions, 

If  jyou  tranfgrefs,  ye  know,  and  fo  I  leave  ye. 

Pal.  Heav’n  be  not  angry,  and  I  have  fome  hope  yet. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Sorano. 

Fred.  Haft:  thou  been  with  him  ? 

•  .  )[} r  y I'  ' 

Sot.  Yes,  and  given  him  that.  Sir, 

Will  make  him  curfe  his  Birth;  I  told  ye  which  way. 

Did  you  but  fee  hirn  Sir,  but  look  upon  him, 

With  what  a  troubled  land  dejected  Nature 
He  walks  now  in  a  Miff,  with  what  a  filence, 

As  if  he  were  the  Shrowd  he  wrapt  himfclf  in, 

And  no  more  of  Valerio  but  his  Shadow, 

He  fecks  Obfcurity  to  hide  his  Thoughts  in, 

Ycu  would  wonder  and  admire  for  all  you  know  it, 

His  jollity  is  down,  valcd  to  the  Ground,  Sir, 

And  his  high  hopes  of  full  Delights  and  Pleafures 
Are  turn’d  Tormentors  to  him,  ftrong  Difeafes. 

Fred.  But  is  there  hope  of  her  ?  Sor.  It  mull  fall 
She  mu  ft:  diflike  him,  quarrel  with  his  Perfon, 

For  Women  once  deluded  are  next  Devils ; 

And  in  the  height  of  that  Opinion,  Sir, 

Y9U  fhall  put  on  again,  and  fhe  muft  meet  ye. 

Fred.  I  am  glad  of  this.  Sor.  I’ll  tell  ye  all  the  Circumflance 
Within  this  Hour;  but  fure  L  heard  your  Grace, 

To  Day  as  l  attended,  make  fome  flops, 

Som$  broken  Speeches,  and  fonts  fighs  between* 


[Exit. 

[Exit. 
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And  then  your  Brother’s  Name  %  heard  diftinctly, 

And  fome  Tad  Wiflies  after.  Fred.  Ye  are  i’th’  right.  Sir, 

I  would  he  were  as  fad  1  could  wifh  him, 

Sad  as  the  Earth.  Sor.  Would  ye  have  it  fo  ? 

Fred.  Thou  hearefl  me, 

Though  he  be  fick  with  final  1  hope  of  Recovery, 

That  hope  (till  lives,  and  Mens  Eyes  live  upon  it, 

And  in  their  Eye  their  Willies 5  my  Sorano , 

Were  he  but  cold  once  in  the  Tomb  he  dotes  on, 

As  his  the  fitteft  place  for  Melancholy, 

My  Court  fliould  be  another  Paradife, 

And  flow  with  all  Delights. 

Sor.  Go  to  your  Pleafures,  let  me  alone  with  this, 

Hope  fliall  not  trouble  ye,  nor  he  three  Days. 

Fred.  I  fliail  be  bound  unto  thee. 

Enter  Valerio,  Camilla,  Cleanthes,  and  Menallo. 

Sor.  I’ll  do  it  neatly  too,  no  doubt  fhall  catch  me. 

Fred.  Be  gone,  they  are  going  to  Bed,  I’ll  bid  good  Night  to  ’em. 

Sor.  And  mark  the  Man,  you’ll  fcarce  know  Tis  Valerio.  [Exit. 

Gam.  Chear  up  my  noble  Lord,  the  Minute’s  come, 

You  fliall  enjoy  the  abflradt  of  all  fweetnef  j 
We  did  you  wrong,  you  need  no  Wine  to  warm  ye. 

Defire  fhoots  through  your  Eyes  like  fudden  Wild-fires. 

Val.  Beflircw  me  Lords,  the.  Wine  has  made  me  dull, 

I  am  I  know  not  what,  Fred.  Good  Pleafure  to  ye. 

Good  Night  and  long  too,  as  you  find  your  Appetite 
You  muy  fall  to.  Val.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace, 

For  which  of  all  my  Loves  and  Services 
Have  I  deferved  this  ? 

Fred.  I  am  not  bound  to  anfwer  ye. 

Val.  Nor  I  bound  to  obey  in  unjufl:  Actions. 

Fred.  Do  as  you  pleafi:,  you  know  the  Penalty, 

And  as  I  have  a  Soul  it  fliall  be  executed } 

Nay  look  not  pale,  I  am  not  ufed  to  fear,  Sir, 

If  you  refped  your  Lady,  good  Night  to  ye.  [Exit, 

Val.  But  for  refped  to  her,  and  to  my  Duty, 

That  reverend  Duty  that  I  owe  my  Soveraign, 

Which  anger  has  no  power  to  fnatch  me  from, 

The  good  Night  fliould  be  thine >  good  Night  for  ever. 

The  King  is  wanton.  Lords,  he  would  needs  know  of  me 
How  many  nick  Chafes  I  would  make  to  Night. 

Men.  My  Lord,  no  doubt  you’ll  prove  a  perfedt  GameAcr. 

Val,  Faith  no,  I  am  unacquainted  with  the  Pleafure, 

Bungle  -a,  Set  I  may  :  How  my  Heart  trembles, 

And  beats  my  Breaft  as  it  would  break  his  way  out! 

Good  Night,  my  noble  Friends. 
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Cle.  Nay  we  mud  fee  you  toward  your  Bed,  fey  Lord, 

VaL  Good  faith  it  needs  nor,  V  '  -  '  :'\T  : : 

’Tis  late,  and  T  fhall  trouble  you.  •  w 

Cam,  No,  no,  tiil  the  Bride  com c,  Sir. 

Val.  I  belcech  you  leave  me, 

You  will  make  me  bafhful  elfe,  I  am  fo  foolifhJ 
Bdides,  I  have  tome  few  Devotion?,  Lords, 

And  he  that  can  pray  with  fuch  a  Book  in’s  Arms*;--— 

Caw.  We’ll  leave  ye  then,  and  a  fweet  Night  warit  upon  ye. 
Men.  And  a  fweet  IfTue  of  this  fweet  Night  crown  ye.  i  c 
Cle.  Ail  Nights  and  Days  be  fuoh  till  you  grow  old.  Sir. 

[Exeunt  Lords 

Val .  I  thank  ye,  ’tis  a  Curfe  diffident  for  me, 

A  labour’d  one  too,  though  you  mean  a  Bleffing,1  k  •  •  : 
What  fhall  l  do?  I  am  like  a  wretched  Debtor,  ’ 

That  has  a  fum  to  tender  on  the  Forfeit 
Of  all  he  is  worth,  yet  dare  not  offer  ir. 

Other  Men  fee  the  Sun,  yet  I  mult  wink  at  it> 

And  though  I  know  ’tis  perFc Day,  deny  it:  bo 

My  Veins  are  all  on  Fire,  and  burn  like  j Etna ,  '0  e 

Youth  and  Dcfire  beat  larums  to  my  Blood, 

And  add  frefli  Fuel  to  my  warm  Affb&ions. 

1  mud  injoy  her,  yet  when  £  confider, 

When  1  colled:  my  felf,  and  weigh  her  danger, 

The  Tyrant’s  Will,  and  his  Power  taught  to  Murther, 

My  tender  care  controlis  my  Blood  within  me. 

And  like  a  cold  fit  of  a  peevifh  Ague 
Creeps  to  my  Soul,  and  flings  an  Ice  upon  me, 

'  Enter  Q hteen ,  Evanthe,  Ladies ,  raid  Fool . 

That  locks  all  powers  of  Youth  up.*  But  prevention- - 

O  what  a  bleflednefs  ’twere  to  be  old  now, 

To  be  unable,  Bed-rid  with  Difeafes, 

Or  halt  on  Crutches  to  meet  holy  Hymen ; 

What  a  rare  benefit/  But  l  am  curd, 

That  that  fpeaks  other  Men  mod  freely  happy, 

And  makes  all  Eyes  hang  on  their  Expe£tations, 

Mud  prove  the  bane  of  me,  Youth,  and  Ability. 

She  comes  to  Bed,  how  fhall  I  entertain  her? 

Tony.  Nay  I  come  after  too,  take  the  Fool  with  ye. 

For  lightly  he  is  ever  one  at  Weddings.] 

ghieen.  Evantbe%  make  ye  unready,  your  Lord  days  for  ye. 

And  prethee  be  merry.  '  Tony .  Be  very  merry.  Chicken, 

Thy  Lord  will  Pipe  to  thee  anon,  and  make  thee  Dance  too. 

Lady.  Will  he  fo,  good-man  Ails?  Tony.  Yes  good  Filly, 

And  you  had  fuch  a  Pipe,  that  piped  fo  fwectly, 

"You  would  dance  to  Death,  yQU  have  l?arnt  your  finque  a  pace. 

Evan, 
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Evan.  Your  Grace  defires  that  that  is  too  free  in  me, 

I  am  merry  at  the  Heart.  Tony.  Thou  wilt  be  anon. 

The  yeungfmug  Boy  will  give  thee  a  fweet  Cordial. 

Evan.  1  am  Co  taken  uf>  in  all  my  Thoughts, 

So  poffeft  Madam  with. the  lawful  Tweets 
I  fhall  this  Night  partake  of  with  my  Lord, 

So  far  tranfported  fpardon  my  Immodefty./ 

Val.  Alas  poor  Wench,  how  fhall  I  recompence  thee  ? 

Evan.  That  though  they  tnuft  be  fhort,  ana  fnatcht  away  too 
Ere  they  grow  ripe,  yet  I  fhall  far  prefer  ’em 
Before  a  tedious  Pleafure  with  Repentance. 

Val.  O  how  my  Heart  akes!  Evan.  Take  off  my  Jewels,  Ladies, 
And  let  my  Ruff  loofe,  I  fhall  bid  good  Night  to  ye, 

My  Lord  flays  here,  Queen'.  My  Wench,  1  thank  thee  heartily. 
For  learning  how  to  tile  thy  few  Hours  handfomly, 

They  will  be  years  I  hope  5  off  with  your  Gown  now. 

Lay  down  the  Bed  there?  Taw.  Shall  I  get  into  it 
And  warm  it  for  thee  ?  a  Fool’s  Fire  is  a  fine  thing, 

And  I’ll  fo  bufs  thee.  ' 

Queen.  I’ll  have  ye  whipt,  ye  Rafcal. 

Tony.  That  will  provoke  me  more,  I’ll  talk  with  thy  Husband, 
He’s  a  wife  ManA  hope.  Evan .  Good  night  dear  Madam, 

Ladies,  no  further  Service,  I  am  well, 

I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  give  us  this  leave, 

My  Lord  and  I  to  one  another  freely, 

And  privately,  may  do  all  other  Ceremonies, 

Women  and  Page  we'll  be  to  one  another, 

And  trouble  you  no  farther.  Tony.  Art  thou  a  wife  Man? 

Val.  I  cannot  tell  thee  Tony%  ask  my  Neighbours. 

Tony.  If  thou  beeft  fo,  go  lye  with  me  to  Night, 

The  old  Fool  will  lie  quieter  than  the  young  one, 

And  give  thee  more  Sleep,  thou  wilt  look  to  Morrow  elfe 
Worfe  than  the  prodigal  Fool  the  Ballad  fpeaks  of, 

That  was  fqueez’d  through  a  Horn.  Val.  1  Hull  take  thy  Counfel. 

Queen.  Why  then  good  night,  good  night  my  belt  Evantbe , 

My  worthy  Maid,  and  as  that  Name  fhall  van  ih, 

A  worthy  Wife,  a  long  and  happy  5  follow  Surah. 

Evan.  That  ihall  be  my  care,  Goodnefs  relt  with  your  Grace. 

Queen.  Be  lully  Lord,  and  take  your  Lady  to  ye, 

And  that  Power  that  (hall  part  ye  be  unhappy. 

Val.  Sweet  reft  unto  ye,  to  ye  all  fweet  Ladies 
Tony  good  night.  Tony-  Shall  not  the  Fool  flay  with  thee? 

Queen.  Come  away  Sirrah.  [Exeunt  Queen  and  Ladies. 

Tony.  How  the  Fool  is  fought  for!  Sweet  Malt  is  made  ot 
eafie  Fire, 

A  hafty  Horfe  will  quickly  tire,  a  hidden  Leaper  flicks  i’th  Mire, 
Phlebotomy  and  the  word  lie  nigher,  take  heed  of  Friend,  1  thee 
mature  *  This 
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This  from  an  Almanack  I  ftole,  and  learn  this  LefTon  from  a  Fool,1 
Good  night  my  Bird.  [Exit  Tony. 

Evan  Good  night,  wife  Matter  Tony  5 
Will  ye  to  Bed>  n.y  Lord?  Come,  let  me  help  ye.'  4. 

Veil  To  Bed  Evantbe,  art  thou  tteepy  ? 

Evan.  No,  I  fliall  be  worfe  if  you  look  fad  upon  me, 

Fray  ye  let’s  to  Bed.  Val.  1  am  not  well,  my  Love. 

Evan.  I’ll  make  ye  well,  there’s  no  fuch  Phyfick  for  ye 
As  your  warm  Miflrefs’s  Arms.  Val.  Art  thou  fo  cunning? 
Evan.  I  fpeak  not  by  experience,  ’pray  ye  miftake  not, 

But  if  ye  love  me— -  Val .  1  do  love  fo  dearly, 

jSo  much  above  the  bale  bent  of  Defire, 

I  know  not  how  to  anfwcr  thee.  Evan .  To  Bed  then, 

There  I  lTiall  better  credit  ye:,  fic  my  Lord, 

Will  ye  put  a  Maid  tok,  to  teach  ye  what  to  do  ? 

An  innocent  Maid?  Are  ye  fo  cold  a  Lover  ? 

'  In  truth  you  make  me  blulh,  kis  Midnight  too. 

And  kis  no  ttoln  Love,  but  authorifed  openly. 

No  Sin  we  covet*  pray  let  me  undrefs  ye. 

You  fhall  help  me*,  prithee  fweet  Valerio 
Be  not  fo  fad,  the  King  will  be  more  merciful. 

Val.  May  not  I  love  thy  Mind?  Evan.  And  I  yours  too, 

’Tis  a  moft  noble  one,  adorn'd  with  Virtue 5 
But  if  we  love  not  one  another  really, 

And  put  our  Bodies  and  our  Minds  t  ogether. 

And  fo  make  up  the  concord  of  Affedion, 

Our  Love  will  prove  but  a  blind  Superftidon: 

This  is  no  School  to  argue  in,  my  Lord, 

Nor  have  we  time  to  talk  away  allow’d  us, 

Pray  let’s  difpatch,  if  any  one  fhould  come 
And  find  us  at  this  diftance,  what  would  they  think? 

Come,  kifs  me,  and  to  Bed. 

Val.  That  1  dare  do,  and  kifs  again. 

Evan.  Spare  not,  they  are  your  own,  Sir. 

Val.  But  to  enjoy  thee  is  to  be  luxurious  ^ 

Too  fenfual  in  my  Love,  and  too  ambitious ; 

O  how  I  burn  !  to  pluck  thee  from  the  Stalk, 

Where  now  thou  grcw’tt  a  fweet  Bud  and  a  beauteous, 

And  bear’ft  the  prime  and  honour  of  the  Garden, 

Is  but  to  violate  thy  Spring,  and  fpoil  thee. 

Evan.  To  let  me  blow,  and  fall  alone,  would  anger  ye. 

*  Val.  Let’s  fit  together  thus,'  and  as  we  (it 
Feed  on  the  fwcets  of  one  another’s  Souls. 

The  happinefs  of  Love  is  Contemplation, 

The  blettednefs  of  Love  is  pure  \ffcdion, 

Where  no  allay  of  adua!  dull  Defire?, 
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Of  Plcafure  that  partakes  with  Wantonnefi, 

Of  human  Fire  that  burns  out  as  it  kindles, 

And  leaves  the  Body  but  a  poor  Repentance, 

Can  ever  mix }  let’s  fix  on  that,  Evanthe % 

That’s  Everiafting,  the  other  Cafualj 
Eternity  breeds  one,  the  other  Fortune, 

Blind  as  her  felf,  and  full  of  all  AfHidions, 

Shall  we  love  virtuoufly.^  Evan .  I  ever  loved  fo. 

Val.  And  only  think  our  Love  j  the  rareft  Pleafure, 

And  that  we  moftdefirc,  let  it  be  Human, 

If  once  enjoy’d  grows  ftale,  and  cloys  our  Appetites  5 
I  would  not  leflen  in  my  Love  for  any  thing. 

Nor  find  thee  but  the  fame  in  my  fhort  Journey, 

For  my  Love’s  fafety.  Evan.  Now  I  fee  I  am  old,  Sir, 

Old  and  ill-favour’d  too,  poor  and  defpis’d, 

And  am  not  worth  your  noble  Feliowlhip, 

Your  fellowfhip  in  Love,  you  would  not  elfe 
Thus  cunningly  feek  to  betray  a  Maid, 

A  Maid  that  honours  you  thus  pioufly ; 

Strive  to  abufe  the  pious  Love  flie  brings  ye. 

Farewel  my  Lord,  fince  yc  have  a  better  Millrefs, 

For  it  muft  feem  fo,  or  ye  are  no  Man, 

A  younger,  happier,  I  (hall  give  her  room, 

So  much  I  Jove  ye  flill.  Val .  Stay  my  Evanthe , 

Heav’n  bear  me  Witnefs,  thou  art  all  1  love, 

All  I  defire ;  and  now  have  Pity  on  me, 

I  never  lyed  before ;  forgive  me  Juftice, 

Youth  and  AfFe&ion  flop  your  Ears  unto  me. 

Evan .  Why  do  you  weep?  If  1  have  fpoke  too  haifhly, 

And  unbefeeming,  my  beloved  Lord, 

My  Care  and  Duty,  pardon  me.  Val.  O  hear  me, 

Hear  me  Evanthe  *  l  am  all  on  Torture, 

And  this  Lie  tears  my  Confcience  as  I  vent  it  ; 

I  am  no  Man.  Evan.  How,  Sir? 

Val.  No  Man  for  Pleafure,  no  Woman’s  Man. 

Evan.  Goodnefs  forbid  my  Lord,  fure  you  abufe  your  fclf. 

Val.  ’  Tis  true,  Evanthe  * 

1  fhame  to  fay  you  will  find  it.  [}Veeps, 

Evan,  fie  weeps  bitterly, 

*Tis  my  hard  Fortune,  blefs  all  young  Maids  from  it; 

Is  there  no  help,  my  Lord,  in  Art  will  comfort  ye? 

Val.  I  hope  there  is.  Evan.  How  long  have  you  been  dcftiiute  ? 
Val.  Since  I  was  young.  Evan.  ’Tis  hard  to  die  for  nothing. 
Now  you  fhall  know  ’tis  not  the  Pleafure,  Sir, 

(For  l  am  compel!  d  to  love  you  fpiritudly) 

That  Women  aim  at,  I  afFed  ye  for, 

E  ’Tis 
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*Tis  for  your  Worth  ;  and  kifs  me,  be  at  Peace, 

Becaufe  l  ever  lov’d  ye,  I  ftill  honour  ye, 

And  with  all  Duty  to  my  Husband  follow  ye  j 
Will  ye  to  Bed  now?  ye  are  afham’d  it  feems  ; 

Pygmalion  pray’d,  and  his  cold  Stone  took  Life 5 
You  do  not  know  with  what  Zeal  1  fhall  ask,  Sir, 

And  what  rare  Miracle  that  may  work  upon  ye; 

Still  blufh?  preferibe  your  Law.  Val.  I  prithee  pardon  me. 

To  Bed,  and  I’ll  fit  by  thee,  and  mourn  with  thee, 

Mourn  both  our  Fortunes,  our  unhappy  ones: 

Do  not  defpife  me,  make  me  not  more  wretched* 

1  pray  to  Heav’n,  when  I  am  gone,  Evanthe , 

As  my  poor  Date  is  but  a  Span  of  time  now. 

To  recompence  thy  nobly  Patience, 

Thy  Love  and  Virtue  with  a  fruitful  Husband, 

Honeft  and  honourable. 

Evan.  Come,  you  have  made  me  weep  now, 

All  tond  Defire  die  here,  and  welcome  Chaftity, 

Honour  and  Chaftity  j  do  what  you  pleafe,  Sir.  [ Exeunt • 
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Enter  at  one  Door  Rugio  and  Friar  Marco,  at  the  other  Dqgt 
Sorano,  with  a  little  Glafs  Viol. 

Rug.  \1 IT  HAT  ails  this  Piece  of  Mifchief  to  look  fad? 

VV  He  feems  to  weep  too. 

Aiar.  Something  is  a  hatching. 

And  of  fome  bloody  Nature  too,  Lord  Rugio , 

Th  is  Crocodile  mourns  thus  cunningly. 

Sor.  Hail  holy  Father, 

And  good  Day  to  the  good  Lord  Rugio ; 

How  fares  the  fad  Prince,  I  befeech  ye,  Sir? 

Rug,  T is  like  you  know,  you  need  not  ask  that  Queftion, 

You  have  your  Eyes  and  Watches  on  his  Miferies 
As  near  as  ours,  I  would  they  were  as  tender. 

Mar.  Can  you  do  him  good  ?  As  the  King  and  you  appointed  him, 
So  he  is  ftill,  as  you  defir’d  I  think  too, 

For  every  Day  he  is  worfe  (Heav'n  pardon  all) 

Put  off  your  Sorrow,  you  may  laugh  now,  Lord, 

He  cannot  laft  long  to  difturb  your  Matter, 

You  have  done  worthy  Service  to  his  Brother, 

And  he  mo  ft  memorable  Love.  Sor.  You  do  not  know,  Sir, 
With  what  Remorfe  I  ask,  nor  with  what  wearinefs 


ft? 


3 


3* 


A  Wife  for  a  Month, 

I  groan  and  bow  under  the  Load  of  Honour, 

And  how  my  Soul  fighs  for  the  beaftly  Services 
I  have  done  his  Pleafures,  thefe  be  witnefs  with  me, 

And  from  your  Piety  believe  me  Father, 

1  would  as  willingly  uncloath  my  felf 
Of  Title,  that  becomes  me  not,  I  know  j 
Good  Men  and  great  Names  belt  agree  together 
Caft  off  che  glorious  Favours,  and  the  Trappings 
Of  Sound  an.i  Honour,  Wealth  and  Promifes, 

His  wanton  Pleafures  have  flung  on  my  Weaknefs, 

And  chufe  to  lervc  my  Country’s  Caufe  and  Virtues, 

Poorly  and  honeftly,  and  redeem  my  Ruins, 

As  l  would  hope  Remiflion  of  my  Mifchiefs. 

Rug.  Old  and  experienc’d  Men,  my  Lord  Sorano , 

Are  not  fo  quickly  caught  with  gilt  Hypocrifie; 

You  pull  your  Claws  in  now  and  fawn  upon  us, 

As  Lions  do  to  entice  poor  foolifh  Beads* 

And  Beads  we  fbould  be  too  if  we  believed  ye? 

Go  exercife  your  Art,  Sor.  For  Weav’ns  fake  fcorn  me  not, 

Nor  add  more  Hell  to  my  affli£ted  ^oul 
Than  I  feel  here  j  as  you  are  honourable. 

As  you  are  charitable,  look  gently  on  me  : 

1  will  no  more  to  Court,  be  no  more  Devil, 

1  know  I  mud  be  hated  even  of  him 
That  was  my  Love  now,  and  {he  more  he  loves  me 
For  his  foul  Ends,  when  they  {hall  once  appear  to  him 
Muder  before  his  Confcience  and  accufe  him. 

The  toulcr  and  the  more  falls  his  Difpleafure. 

Princes  are  fading  things,  fo  are  their  Favours. 

Mar.  He  weeps  again,  his  Heart  is  toucht  fure  with  remorfe. 
Sor.  See  this,  and  give  me  fair  Attention,  good  my  Lord 
And  worthy  Father  fee,  within  this  Viol 
The  Remedy  and  Cure  of  all  my  Honour, 

And  of  the  fad  Prince,  lyes.  Rug.  What  new  Trick’s  this? 

Sor.  ’Tis  true,  I  have  done  Offices  abundantly 
Ill  and  prodigious  to  the  Prince  Alphonfot 
And  whilft  1  was  a  Knave  1  fought  his  Death  too. 

Rug>  You  afe  too  late  convi£ted  to  be  good  yet. 

Sor.  But  Father,  when  I  felt  this  Part  afflift  me. 

This  inward  Part,  and  call’d  me  to  an  audit 

Of  my  Mifdeeds  and  Mifchiefs- —  Mar.  Well,  go  on  Sir. 

Sor.  O  then,  then,  then,  what  was  my  Glory  then,  Father? 
The  Favour  of  th?  King,  what  did  that  eafe  me? 

What  was  it  to  be  bow’d  to  by  all  Creatures? 

Worfhip,  and  courted,  what  did  this  avail  me? 

I  was  a  Wretch  a  poor  lod  Wretch.  Mar.  Still  better. 

E  z  Sor 
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Sor.  *  1'ill  in  the  midft  of  all  my  Grief  I  found 
Repentance,  arc!  a  learned  Man  to  give  the  Means  to  ir, 

A  lew,  an  honeft  and  a  rare  Phyfician  j 
Of  him  i  had  this  Jewel)  *tis  a  Jewel, 

And  at  the  Price  of  all  my  Wealth  I  bought  it. 

If  the  King  knew  it  I  muft  lofc  my  Head, 

And  willingly,  rnoft  willingly  I  would  fuffer, 

A  Child  may  take  it,  ’tis  fo  fweet  in  working. 

Afar.  To  whom  would  you  apply  it? 

Sor.  To  the  fick  Prince,  fj 

It  will  in  half  a  Day  diflolve  his  Melancholy. 

Rug.  I  do  believe,  and  give  him  Sleep  for  ever. 

What  Impudence  is  this,  and  what  bafe  Malice, 

To  make  us  Inftruments  of  thy  Abufes? 

Are  we  fet  here  to  poilon  him? 

Sor.  Miftake  not;  yet  I  muft  needs  fay,  *tis  a  noble  Care, 

And  worthy  virtuous  Servants;  if  you  will  fee 
A  flourishing  Eftate  again  in  Naples , 

And  great  Alphonfo  reign  that’s  truly  good. 

And  like  himfelf  able  to  make  all  excellent* 

Give  him  this  Drink,  and  this  good  Health  unto  him.  [Drinks. 
S  am  not  fo  defperatc  yet  to  kill  my  felfj 
Never  look  on  me  as  a  guilty  Man, 

Nor  on  the  Water  a6  a  fpeedy  Poifon: 

1  am  not  mad,  nor  laid  out  all  my  Treafure, 

My  Confcience  and  my  Credit,  to  abufe  yc : 

How  nimbly  and  how  chearfully  it  woiks  now 
Upon  my  Heart  and  Head  !  Sure  1  am  a  new  Man, 

There  is  no  fadnefs  that  J  feel  within  me, 

But  as  it  meets  ir,  like  a  lazy  Vapour 

How  it  flies  off.  Here,  give  it  him  with  Speed, 

You  are  more  guilty  than  I  ever  was, 

And  worthier  of  the  Name  of  evil  Subjects, 

If  but  an  Hour  you  hold  this  from  his  Health. 

Rug.  'Tis  fomc  rare  virtuous  thing  fure,  he  is  a  good  Mar, 

It  muft  be  fo,  come,  let’s  apply  it  prefently, 

And  may  it  fweetly  work. 

Sor.  Pray  let  me  hear  on’tj  and  carry  it  clofe,  my  Lords. 

Mar.  Yes,  good  Sor  am.  [Exe.  Rugio  and  Marco. 

Sor.  Do  my  good  Fools,  and  honeft  pious  Coxcombs, 

My  wary  Fools  too:  Have  1  caught  your  Wifdoms? 

You  never  dreamt  I  knew  an  Antidote, 

Nor  how  to  take  it  ro  fccure  mine  own  Life  $  • 

I  am  an  Afs,  go,  give  him  the  fine  Cordial,  ’  .  '  .  ' 

And  when  you  have  done  go  dig  his  Grave,  good  Frier. 

Some  two  Hours  hence  we  fliall  have  fuch  a  Baling,1  .  '  * 

And 
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Such  rubbing,  and  fuch  nointing,  arid  jluch  cooling, 

1  have  fent  him  that  will  make  a  Bonfire  in’s  Belly, 

If  he  recover  ir9  there  is  no  Heat  in  Hell  Cure. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Podramo. 

Fred.  Podramo  ?  Pod.  Sir. 

Fred.  Call  hither  Lord  Valerio ,  and  let  none  trouble  us. 

Pod.  It  fhall  be  done,  Sir. 

Fred,  i  know  he  wants  no  Additions  to  his  Tortures, 

He  has  enough  for  human  Blood  to  carry, 

Yet  I  muft  vex  him  further*, 

So  many,  that  I  wonder  his  hot  Youth 
And  high-bred  Spirit  breaks  not  into  Fury* 

I  muft  yet  torture  him  a  little  further. 

And  make  my  felf  Sport  with  his  Miferies, 

My  Anger  is  too  poor  elfe.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Valerio. 

Now  my  young  marry’d  Lord,  how  do  you  feel  your  felf. 
You  have  the  Happinefs  you  ever  aim’d  at, 

The  Joy  and  Pleafure.  Val.  Would  you  had  the  like.  Sir. 

Fred.  You  tumble  in  Delights  with  your  fweet  Lady, 

And  draw  the  Minutes  out  in  dear  Embraces, 

You  live  a  right  Lord’s  Life.  Val.  Would  you  had  tryed 
That  you  might  know  the  Virtue  but  to  fuffer  : 

Your  Anger,  though  it  be  unjuft  and  infolent, 

Sits  handfomer  upon  you  than  your  Scorn  j 
To  do  a  willful  Ill,  and  glory  in  it, 

Is  to  do  it  double,  double  to  be  damn’d  too. 

Fred.  Haft  thou  not  found  a  loving  and  free  Prince, 

High  in  his  favours  too *  that  has  confer’d 

Such  hearts  eafe,  and  fuch  heaps  of  comfort  on  thee. 

All  thou  couldft  ask  ?  Val.  You  are  grown  a  Tyrant  too 
Upon  fo  fuffering,  and  fo  ft  ill  a  Subje&j 
You  have  put  upon  me  fuch  a  Punilhment, 

That  if  your  Youth  were  honeft  it  would  blufh  at: 

But  you  are  a  fliame  to  Nature,  as  to  Virtue. 

Pull  not  my  Rage  upon  ye,  ’tisfojuft. 

It  will  give  way  to  no  refpeft  j  my  Life, 

My  innocent  Life,  I  dare  maintain  it,  Sir, 

Like  a  wanton  Prodigal  you  have  flung  away  * 

Had  I  a  thoufand  more  I  would  allow  ’em. 

And  be  as  carelefs  of ’em  as  your  will  is  > 

But  to  deny  thofe  rights  the  Law  hath  given  me, 

The  holy  Law,  and  make  her  Life  the  Penance, 

Is  fuch  a  ftudied  and  unheard  of  Malice,  7  >i:i 

No  Heart  that  is  not  hired  from  Hell  dare  think  of*  o 
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To  do  it  then  too,  when  my  Hopes  were  high; 

High  as  my  Blood,  all  my  Defires  upon  me. 

My  free  Affections  ready  to  embrace  her, 

*  Enter  Caflandra. 

And  (he  mine  own*  Do  you  fmilc  at  this?  Is’t  done  well? 

Is  there  not  Heav’n  above  you  that  fees  all?  [Exit  Val.' 

Fred.  Come  hither  Time,  how  does  your  noble  Miftrcfi.^ 

Caf  As  a  Gentlewoman  may  do  in  her  cafe  that’s  newly  married, 
Sickly  fometlmes,  and  fond  on’t,  like  your  Mnjcfty.  (Sir  ; 

Fred  She  is  Breeding  then? 

Caf  She  wants  much  of  her  Colour, 

And  has  her  qualms  as  Ladies  ufe  to  have,  Sir, 

And  htr  difgufts. 

Fred.  And  keeps  her  Chamber?  Caf  Yes,  Sir. 

Fred.  And  eats  good  Broths  and  Jellies. 

Caf  I  am  fure  fhe  fighs,  Sir,  and  weeps,  good  Lady.' 

Fred.  Alas,  good  Lady,  for  it, 

She  fliould  have  one  could  comfort  her,  Cajfaudra, 

Could  turn  tbofe  Tears  to  Joys,  a  lufty  Comforter. 

Caf  A  comfortable  Man  does  well  at  ail  hours. 

For  he  brings  comfortable  things.  (Onions* 

Fred.  Come  hither,  and  hold  your  Fan  between,  you  have  eaten 
Her  Breath  flinks  like  a  Fox,  her  Teeth  are  contagious, 

TJiefe  old  Women  are  all  Elder-pipes}  do  ye  mark  me? 

[ Gives  a  Jhtrfe, 

Caf  Yes,  Sir,  but  does  your  Grace  think  I  am  fit, 

That  am  both  old  and  virtuous  ? 

Fred .  Therefore  the  fitter,  the  older  ftill  the  better, 

1  know  thou  art  as  holy  as  an  old  Cope, 

Yet  upon  neceflary  ufe -  Caf.  ’Tis  true,  Sir. 

Fred.  Her  feeling  fenfe  is  fierce  ftill,  fpeak  unto  her, 

You  are  familiar}  fpeak, ''■l  fay,  unto  her, 

Speak  to  the  purpofe  }  tell  her  this,  and  this. 

Caf.  Alas,  flic  is  honeft,  Sir,  the  is  very  honeft, 

And  would  you  have  my  Gravity - — 

Fred.  I,  I,  your  Gravity  will  become  the  caufe  the  better, 

I’ll  look  thee  out  a  Knight  fhall  make  thee  a  Lady  too, 

A  lufty  Knight,  and  one  that  (hall  be  ruled  by  thee, 

And  add  to  thele,  15II  make  ’em  good,  no  rhincing, 

Nor  ducking  out  of  nicety,  good  Lady, 

But  do  it  home,  we’ll  all  be  Friends  too,"  tell  her, 

And  fuch  a  joy -  Caf.  That’s  it  that  ftirs  me  up,  Sir, 

I  would  not  for  the  World  attempt  her  Cjiaftity, 

But  that  they  may  live  lo-vihgly  hereafter. 

Fred.  For  that  I  urge  it  too.  j  , 1  '  . 

Caf.  A  little  evil  may  Well  hC  fuffered  for  a  general  good,  Sir, 
Til  take  my  leave  of  your  Majefty.  [Exit. 
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Enter  Valerio. 

Fred.  Go  fortunately,  be  l^eedy  too :  Here  comes  Valerio , 

If  his  Affli&ion  have  allayed  his  Spirit 
My  work  has  end.  Come  hither,  Lord  Valerio , 

How  do  you  now?  Val.  Your  Majefty  may  gucft. 

Not  fo  well,  nor  fo  fortunate  as  you  are. 

That  can  tye  up  Mens  honeft  Wills,  and  A£tions. 

Fred.  You  clearly  fee  now,  brave  Valerio , 

What  ’tis  to  be  the  Rival  to  a  Prince, 

To  interpofe  againft  a  raging  Lion } 

I  know  you  have  fufftr’d,  infinitely  Cuffcr’d, 

And  with  a  kind  of  pity  I  behold  it, 

And  if  you  dare  be  worthy  of  my  Mercy, 

I  can  yet  heal  you,  yield  up  your  Evantbe , 

Take  off  my  Sentence  alfo.  Val.  I  fall  thus  low.  Sir, 

My  poor  fad  Heart  under  your  Feet  I  lay,- 
And  all  the  Service  of  my  life. 

Fred.  Do  this  then,  for  without  this  ’twill  be  impoffible, 

Part  with  her  for  a  while.  Val.  You  have  parted  us, 

What  fhould  1  do  with  that  I  cannot  ufe,  Sir? 

Fred .  ’Tis  well  confidejr’d,  let  me.  have  the  Lady, 

And  thou  fhalt  fee  how  nobly  I’ll  befriend  thee, 

How  all  this  difference* - — 

Val.  Will  file  come,  do  you  think,  Sir? 

Fred.  She  muft  be  wrought,  I  know  (he  is  too modeft. 

And  gently  wrought,  and  cunningly. 

Val.  ’Tis  fir,  bir.  . 

Fred.  And  fecretly  it  muft  be  done.  Val .  As  thought, 

Fred.  1*11  warrant  ye  her  Honour  fhall  be  fair  ftill, 

No  foil  nor  {lain  fhall  appear  on  that,  Valerio ; 

You  fee  a  thoufand  that  bear  fober  Faces,  . 

And  ftiew  off  as  inimitable  Modefties  ; 

You  would  be  fworn  too  that  they  were  pure  Matrons, 

And  mofirchafte  Maids  j  and  yet  to  augment  their  Fortunes, 

And  get  them  noble  Friends -  Val.  They  are  content.  Sir, 

In  private  to  beflow  their  Beauties  on  ’em. 

Fred.  They  are  fo,  and  they  are  wife,  they  know  no  want  for’r, 
Nor  no  Eye  fees  they  want  their  honefties. 

Val.  If  it  might  be  carried  thus.  Fred ,  It  fhall  be,  Sir. 

Val.  I’ll  fee  you  dead  firftj  with  this  caution, 

Why,  (ure  I  think  .it  might  be  done.  Fred.  Yes,  eafily. 

Val.  For  what  time  would  your  defireGrace  her  Body? 

Fred.  A  Month  or  two,  it  fhall  be  carried  ftill 
As  if  (he  kept  with  you,  and  were  a  Stranger, 

Rather  a  hater  of  the  Grace  l  offers 

And  then  I  will  return  her  with  fuch  honour - — 

Val.  ’Tis' very  like  1  dote  much  on  your  Honour. 

f  Fred . 
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Fred.  And  load  her  with  fuch  Favour  too,  Valerio  ■■  ■— 

Fal.  She  never  fhall  claw  off?  1  humbly  thank  ye. 

Fred.  1’il  make  ye  both  the  happieft,  and  the  richelt. 

And  the  mightieft  too - Fal.  But  who  {hall  work  her,  Sir? 

For  on  my  Confcience  {he  is  very  honed, 

And  will  be  hard  to  cut  as  a  rough  Damond. 

Fred.  Why,  you  mud  work  her,  any  thing  from  your  TongUw, 
Set  off  with  golden  and  perfuafive  Language, 

Urging  your  dangers  too.  Val.  But  all  this  time 
Have  you  the  Confcience,  Sir,  to  leave  me  nothmg, 

Nothing  to  play  withal  ? 

Fred.  There  be  a  thoufand,  take  where  you  wile. 

Val.  May  1  m.ke  bold  with  your  Queen, 

She  is  ufclefs  to  your  Grace,  as  it  appears,  Sir, 

And  but  a  loyal  Wife  that  may  be  loll  too  j 
I  have  a  mind  to  her,  and  then  *tis  equal. 

Fred.  How,  Sir? 

Fal.  ’Tis  fo,  Sir:  thou  moll  glorious  Impudence, 

Have  I  not  wrongs  enow  to  fuffer  under. 

But  thou  mud  pick  me  out  to  make  a  Monfter? 

A  hated  wonder  to  the  World?  Do  you  dart 
At  my  intrenching  on  your  private  liberty. 

And  would  you  force  a  High-way  through  mine  Honour, 

And  make  me  pave  it  too?  But  that  thy  Queen 
Is  of  that  excellent  Honedy, 

And  guarded  with  Divinicy  about  her, 

No  loofe  thought  can  come  near,  nor  flame  unhallowed, 

I  would  fo  right  my  felf.  Fred.  Why,  take  her  to  ye, 

I  am  not  vex’d  at  this,  thou  {halt  enjoy  her. 

I’ll  be  thy  Friend,  if  that  may  win  thy  corn te fie. 

Fal.  I  will  not  be  your  Bawd,  though  for  your  Roya; 

Was  I  broughr  up,  and  nouridi’d  in  the  Court, 

With  thy  mod  Royal  Brother,  and  thy  felf, 

Upon  thy  Father’s  charge,  thy  happy  Father’s, 

And  fuck’d  the  fweetnels  of  all  human  Arts, 

L^arn’d  Arms  and  Honour,  to  b  come  a  Rafcal? 

Was  this  the  expe&ation  of  my  Youth, 

My  growth  of  Honour?  Do  you  fpeak  this  truly,  V 

Or  do  you  try  me,  Sir?  for  I  believe  nor, 

At  lead  l  would  nor,  and  methinks  ’tis  impoflible 
There  diould  be  fuch  a  Devil  in  a  King’s  fliape,  * 

Such  a  malignant  Fiend.  Fred.  T  thunk  ye.  Sir, 

To  Morrow  is  your  lad  day,  and  look  to  it, 

Ger  from  my  fight,  away.  *  % 

Fal,  Ye  are*»'Ob,  my  Heart’s  too  high  and  full  to  think  upon  ye., 

[Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Evanthc,  and  Caflandra. 

Evan.  You  thmk  it  fit  then,  mortified  Caffandra, 

That  1  fhould  be  a  Whore ?  Caf.  Why  a  Whore,  Madam  ? 

If  every  W  oman  that  upon  neceffity 

Did  a  good  turn,  for  there’s  the  main  point,  mark  it, 

Were  term’d  a  Whore,  who  would  be  honefl,  Madam  ? 

Your  Lord’s  Life,  and  your  own,  are  now  in  hazard, 

Two  precious  lives  may  be  redeem’d  with  nothing, 

Little  or  nothing;  fay  an  hour’s  or  day’s  fport, 

Or  fuch  a  Toy,  the  end  to  it  is  wanton nef6. 

('That  wc  call  Lufi  that  Maidens  lofe  their  Fame  ior) 

But  a  compell’d  neceffity  of  Honour, 

Fair  as  the  Day,  and  clear  as  Innocence, 

Upon  my  Life  and  Confidence,  a  direct  way- — - 

Evan.  To  be  a  Rafcal.  .Caf,  ’Tis^a  kind  of  Rape  too, 

That  keeps  you  clear,  for  where  your  Will’s  compell’d, 

Though  you  yield  up  your  Body,  you  arc  fafe  (till. 

Evan ,  Thou  art  grown  a  learned  Bawd,  I  ever  look’d 
Thy  great  fufficiency  would  break  out.  Caf.  You  may5 
You  that  are  young  and  fair,  fcorn  us  old  Creatures, 

But  you  mull  know  my  years,  e’er  you  be  wife,  Lady, 

And  my  Experience  too;  fay  the  King  loved  ye? 

Say  it  were  nothing  elfe? 

Evan.  I,  marry  Wench,  now  thou  corned  tome. 

Caf.  Do  you  think  Princes  Favours  are  fuch  flight  Things, 

To  fling  away  when  you  pleafe?  There  be  young  Ladies, 

Both  fair  and  honourable,  that  would  leap  to  reach  ’em, 

And  leap  aloft  too.  Evan.  Such  are  light  enough  ; 

I  am  no  Vaulter,  Wench ;  but  canft  thou  tell  me, 

Though  he  be  a  King,  whether  he  be  found  or  no?  v 
I  would  not  give  my  Youth  up  to  Infection. 

Caf.  As  found  as  Honour  ought  to  be,  I  think,  Lady$ 

Go  to,  be  wife,  1  do  not  bid  you  try  him } 

But  if  he  love  you  well,  and  you  neglect  him. 

Your  Lord’s  Life  hanging  on  the  Hazard  of  it, 

If  you  be  fo  wilrul  proud. 

Evan.  Thou  fpeakeft  to  the  point  (fill ; 

But  when  I  have  lain  with  him,  what  am  I  then,  Gentlewoman? 

Caf  What  are  you?  why,  the  fame  you  are  now,  a  Woman, 
A  virtuous  Woman  ;  and  a  noble  Woman, 

Touching  at  what  is  noble,  you  become  fo. 

Had  Lucrece  e’er  been  thought  of  but  for  Tar  min  ? 

She  was  before  a  Ample  unknown  Woman, 

When  fhe  was  ravifh’d,  fhe  was  a  reverend  Saint  \ 

And  do  you  think  fhe  yielded  not  a  little?  V 

And  bad  a  kind  of  Will  to  have  been  re-ravifh’d?  '  •>  ■  * 

,  F  Believe 
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Believe  it,  yes.*  There  are  a  thoufand  Stories 
Of  wondrous  loyal  Women,  that  have  dipt. 

But  it  has  been  on  the  Ice  of  tender  Honour, 

That  kept  ’em  cool  (till  to  the  World.  1  think  you  are  bleft, 
That  have  fuch  an  Occafion  in  your,  Hands  to  beget  a  Chronicle 
A  faithful  one.  Evan,  It  muft  needs’ be  much  Honour. 

Caf  As  you  may  make  it,  infinire,  and  fafe  too  j 
And  when  ’tis  done,  your  Lord  and  you  may  live 
So  quietly,  and  peaceably  together, 

And  be  what  you  pleafe.  Evan.  But  fuppofc  this,  Wench, 

The  King  fhould  fo  delight  me  with  his  Company, 

I  fh  u!d  forget  my  Lord,  and  no  mote  look  on  him. 

Caf  That’s  the  main  Hafcnd,  for  1  tell  you  truly, 

I  have  heard  Report  fpcak  he  is  an  infinite  Pieafcr, 

Almoft  above  Belief-,  there  be  fomc  Ladier, 

And  model!  to  the  World  too,  wondrous  modeft, 

That  have  had  the  Bkflcdnefs  to  try  his  Body, 

That  1  have  heard  proclaim  him  a  new  Hercules. 

Evan.  So  ftrongly  able?  Caf.  There  will  be  the  Danger, 
You  being  but  a  young  and  tender  Lady, 

Although  your  Mind  be  good,  yet  your  weak  Body, 

At  firft  encounter  too,  to  meet  with  one 

Of  his  unconquer’d  Strength.  Evan.  Peace  thou  rude  Bawd, 

Thou  fludied  old  Corruptrefs,  tyc  thy  Tongue  up, 

Your  hired  bafe  Tongue  j  is  this  your  timely  Counfel.? 

Doll  thou  feek  to  make  me  doat  on  Wickednefs  ? 

Becaufe ’tis  ten  times  wojfe  than  thou  deliver’d  it  ? 

To  be  a  Whofe,  becaufe  he  has  fufficiency 
To  make  a  Hundred  ?  O  thou  Impudence! 

Have  I  reliev’d  thy  Age  to  mine  own  Ruin  ? 

And  worn  thee  in  my  Bofom,  to  betray  me? 

Can  Years  and  Impotence  win  nothing  on  thee 
That’s  good  and  honed,  but  thou  muft  go  on  ftill  ? 

And  where  thy  Blood  wants  Heat  to  fin  thy  fdf, 

Force  thy  decrepit  Will  to  make  ms  wicked? 

Caf  I  did  but  tell  ye.  Evan.  What  the  damnedft  Woman, 
The  cunning’ll  and  the  skilful’it  Bawd  comes  fhort  of; 
if  thou  hadft  liv’d  ten  Ages  to  be  damn’d  in, 

And  exercis’d  this  Art  the  Devil  taught  thee, 

Thou  couldft  not  have  exprefs’d  it  more  exa£tly. 

Caf.  1  did  not  bid  you  fin.  Evan.  Thou  wood’ll  me  to  it ; 
Thou  that  are  fit  for  Prayer  and  the  Grave, 

Thy  Body  Earth  already,  and  Corruption, 

Thou  taught’ft  the  way,  go  follow  your  fineFun&ion, 

There  are  Houfes  of  Delight,  that  want  good  Matrons, 

Such  grave  Inftru&ors,  get  thee  thither,  Monftcr, 
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And  read  variety  of  Sins  to  Wantons, 

And  when  they  roar  with  Pains,  learn  to  make  Piaiftcrs. 

Caf.  This  we  have  for  our  good  Will?. 

-  Evan.  If  e’er  I  fee  thee  more, 

Or  any  thing  that’s  like  thee,  to  afright  me, 

By  this  fair  Light  Ull  fpoil  thy  Bawdery, 

I’ll  leave  thee  neither  Eyes  nor  Nofe  to  grace  thee. 

When  thou  wanteft  Bread,  and  common  Pity  towards  the», 

Enter  Frederick. 

And  art  a  ftarving  in  a  Ditch,  think  of  me, 

Then  die,  and  let  the  wandring  Bawds  lament  thee  } 

Be  gone,  I  charge  thee  leave  me.  Caf.  You’ll  repent  this.  [Exit. 

Fred.  She’s  angry,  and  t’other  crying  too,  my  fuit’s  cold. 

I’ll  make  your  Heart  ake,  ftubborn  Wench,  for  this ^ 

Turn  not  fo  angry  from  me,  1  will  fpeak  to  you, 

Are  you  grown  fo  proud  with  your  Delight,  good  Lady, 

So  pamper’d  with  your  Sport,  you  fcorn  to  know  me  ? 

Evan.  1  fcorn  ye  nor,  1  would  ycu  fcorn’d  not  me,  Sir, 

And  forc’d  me  to  be  weary  of  my  Duty  j  ^ 

1  know  your  Grace,  would  I  had  never  feen  ye. 

Fred.  Becaufc  1  love  your  bee  ufc  l  dote  upon  ye, 

Becaufe  l  am  a  Man  that  feek  to  pleafe  ye. 

Evan.  I  have  M  .n  enough  already  to  content  me, 

As  much,  as  noble,  and  as  worthy  of  me, 

As ;  11  the  World  can  yield.  Fred.  That’s  but  your  Moddly, 

You  have  no  Man,  nay  never  look  upon  me, 

1  know  it,  Lady,  no  Man  to  content  ye, 

No  Man  that  can,  or  at  the  lead,  that  dares. 

Which  is  a  poorer  Man,  and  nearer  nothing. 

Evan  Be  nobler,  Sir,  inform’d.  Fred  I’ll  tell  thee,  Wench, 
The  poor  Condition  of  this  poorer  Fellow, 

And  m  ke  thee  blufh  for  fhnme  at  thine  own  Error  •, 

He  never  tendred  yet  a  Husband’s  Duty 

To  thy  warm  longing  Bed.  Evan.  How  fhouid  he  know  that? 

Fred.  I  am  Pure  he  did  not,  .for  I  charg’d  him  no. 

Upon  his  Life  1  charg’d  him,  but  to  try  him  ; 

Could  any  brave  or  noble  Spirit  flop  here? 

Was  Life  to  he  preferr’d  before  Affection? 

Lawful  and  long’d  for  too?  Evan.  Did  you  command  him  ? 

Fred.  I  did  in  policy  to  try  his  Spirit. 

Evan.  And  could  he  be  fo  dead  cold  to  obferve  it? 

Brought  I  no  Beauty,  nor  no  Love  along  with  me  ? 

Fred.  Why,  that  is  it  that  makes  me  fcorn  to  name  him. 

I  ihould  have  lov’d  him  if  he  had  ventur’d  for’r,  - 
Nay,  doted  on  his  Braveiy.  Evan.  Only  charg’d  ? 

And  with  that  fpeli  fit  down?  dare  Men  fight  bravely 
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For  poor  (light  things,  for  Drink,  or  Oftcntation  } 

And  there  indanger  both  their  Lives  and  Forcunes? 

And  for  their  lawful  Loves  fly  off  with  fear? 

Fred.  ’  Lis  true,  and  with  a  cunning  bale  fear  too  to  abufe  thee* 
Made  thee  believe,  poor  innocent  Evantbe 
Wretched  young  Girl,  it  was  his  lmpotency  } 

Was  it  not  fo  ?  deny  it.  [Man  l 

Evan.  O  my  anger !  at  my  Years  to  be  cozen’d  with  a  young 
Fred.  A  (bong  Man  too,  certain  he  lov’d  ye  dearly. 

Evan  To  have  my  Shame  and  Love  mingled  together, 

And  both  flung  on  me  like  a  weight  to  fiuk  me, 

I  wou!d  have  dyed  a  thouftnd  times. 

Fred.  So  would  any, 

Any  that  had  the  Spirit  of  a  Man; 

I  w  >uld  have  been  kill’d  in  your  Arms. 

Evan.  I  would  he  had  been, 

And  buried  in  mine  Arms,  that  had  been  noble, 

And  what  a  Monument  would  l  have  made  him? 

Upon  this  Bread  he  fhould  have  flept  in  peace. 

Honour  and  everlafting  Love  his  Mourners} 

,  And  1  fli'il  weeping  ’till  old  Time  had  turn’d  me, 

And  pitying  Powers  above,  into  pure  Cryftal. 

Fred.  Hadft  thou  lov’d  me,  and  had  my  way  been  (luck 
With  Deaths,  as  thick  as  frofty  Nights  with  Stars, 

1  would  have  ventur’d. 

Evan.  Sure  there  is  fome  trick  in’t  *,  Valerio  ne’er  was  Coward. 
Fred.  Worfe  than  this  too, 

Tamer,  and  feafoning  of  a  bafer  Nature, 

He  fet  your  Woman  on  ye  to  betray  ye, 

Your  bawdy  Woman,  or  your ’fin  Sollicitor} 

I  pray  but  think  what  this  Man  may  deferve  now, 

1  know  he  did,  and  did  it  to  pleafe  me  too. 

Evan.  Good  Sir  afflt&  me  not  too  faft,  1  feel 
I  am  a  Woman,  and  a  wrong’d  one  too, 

And  fenfible  I  am  of  my  abufes. 

Sir,  you  have  loved  me.  (Perfon/ 

Fred.  And  I  love  thee  (fill,  pity  thy  wrongs,  and  doat  upon  »by 
Evan.  To  fet  my  Woman  on  me  ’twas  too  bafe,  Sir., 

Fred.  Abominable  vile.  Evan.  But  1  fhall  fit  him. 

Fred.  All  Reafon  and  all  Law  allows  it  to  ye, 

And  ye  are  a  Fool,  a  tame  Fool,  if  you  fpare  him. 

Evan.  You  may  fpeak  now,  and  happily  prevail  too. 

And  I  befeech  your  Grace  be  angry  with  me. 

Fred.  1  am  at  Heart.  She  flaggers  in  her  Faith, 

And  will  lull  off  J  hope,  I’ll  ply  her  (till. 

Thou  abufed  Innocence,  I  fuffer  with. thee, 
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If  I  Ihould  give  him  Life,  he  would  ftill  betray  thee; 
That  Fool  that  fears  to  die  for  fuch  a  Beauty,/ 

Would  for  the  fame  fear  fell  thee  unto  mifery. 

1  do  not  fay  he  would  have  been  Bawd  himfeif  too. 

Evan.  Follow’d  thus  far  ?  nay  then  I  fmell  the.  Malice, 

.  It  tafles  too  hot  of  pra&is’d  wickedneft, 

.There  can  be  no  fuch  Man,  I  am  fure  no  Gentleman-, 
Shall  my  Anger  make  me  Whore,  and  not  my  Pleafure? 
My  fudden  inconfiderate  Rage  ahufe  me/ 

Come  home  again,  my  frighted  Faith,  my  Virtue, 

Home  to  my  Heart  again;  he  be  a  Bawd  t  o? 

Fred.  I  will  not  fay  he  offered  fair,  Evanthe . 

Evan.  Nor  do  not  dare,  ’twill  be  an  impudence, 

And  not  an  Honour  for  a  Prince  to  lie; 

Fye,  Sir,  a  Perfon  of  your  Rank  to  trifle, 

1  know  you  do  lie.  Fred.  How  ? 

Evan.  Lie  fhamefully,  and  1  could  wifh  my  felf  a  Man 
To  tell  you  openly  you  lie  too  bafely. 

Fred.  Take  heed,  wild  Fool, 

Evan.  Take  thou  heed,  thou  tame  Devil, 

Thou  all  Pandora's  Box  in  a  King’s  Figure, 

Thou  haft  almoft  whor’d  my  weak  Belief  already, 

And  like  an  Engineer  blown  up  mine  Honour; 

But  I  fhall  countermine,  and  catch  your  Mifchief. 

This  little  Fort  you  feck,  1  {hall  man  n  b!y, 

And  ftrongly  too,  with  chafte  Obedience 
To  ray  dear  Lord,  with  virtuous  Thoughts  that  fcorn  ye. 
Victorious  Tbomyris  ne’er  won  more  Honour 
In  cutting  off  the  Royal  Head  of  Cyrus  > 

Th  an  1  ft  all  do  in  conquering  thee;  farewel. 

And  if  thou  canlt  be  wif  ,  learn  to  be  good  too; 

’Twill  give  thee  nobler  Lights  than  both  thine  Eyes  do. 
My  poor  Lord  and  my  felt  are  bound  to  fuflfer, 

And  when  I  fee  him  taint  under  your  Sentence, 

I’ll  tell  ye  more,  it  may  be  then  I’ll  yield  too. 

Fred.  Fool  unexumpl’d,  fhall  my  Anger  follow  thee? 

Enter  Rugio,  and  Fryar  Marco,  amaz'd. 

Rug.  Cui  ft  on  our  Sights,  our  fond  Credulities, 

A  thoufand  Curies  on  the  Slave  that  cheated  us, 

The  damned  Slave. 

Mar.  have  e’en  fham’d  our  Service, 

Brought  our  beft  Care  and  Loyalties  to  nothing  j 
’Tis  the  moft  fearful  Poyfon,  the  moft  potent, 

Heav’n  give  him  Patience  :  Oh  it  works  moft  ftrongly. 
And  tears  him,  Lord.  Rug.  That  we  fhould  be  fo  ftupid 
To  truft  the  arrant’ft  Villain  that  e’er  flatter’d, 
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The  bloodicft  too,  to  believe  a  few  fo ft  Words  from  him, 

And  give  way  to  his  prepar’d  Tears. 

silpbonfo.  Within.  Oh,  Oh,  Oh. 

Fug.  Hr.rk,  Fryar  Marco ,  hark,  the  poor  Prince: 

That  we  ihould  be  luch  Blcik- herds, 

As  to  be  taken  with  his  di inking  firftl 

And  never  thii.-Ic'  what  Antidotes  arc  made  fori 

Two  Wooden  Sculls  wc  have,  and  we  deferve  to  be  hang’d  fork ; 

Foi  certainly  it  will  be  laid  to  cur  Charge} 

As  certain  too,  it  will  difpatch  him  fpeedily, 

Which  way  to  turn,  or  what,  tc - 

Mar.  Let’s  pray,  Heav’n’s  Hand  is  flrong. 

Rug.  The  Poifon’s  flrong,  yru  would  fay. 

Enter  A I  ph  on  fo,'  carried  on  a  Couch  by  two  Tryars. 

Would  any  thing - He  comes,  let’s  give  him  Comfort. 

Alph.  Give  me  moie  Air,  Air,  more  Air,  blow,  How, 

Open  rhou  Eaflcrn  Gate,  and  blow  upon  me, 

Diflil  thy  cold  Dews,  O  thou  Icy  Moon, 

And  Rivers  run  thro’  my  rffL£lcJ  Spirit. 

1  am  all  Fire,  Fire,  Fire,  the  raging  Dog- Star 
Reigns  in  my  Blood,  O  which  way  fha.ll  1  turn  me?- 
*AEtnay  and  all  his  Flames  burn  in  my  He;  d'. 

Fling  me  into  the  Occcan,  or  1  perifb} 

Dig,  dig,  dig,  till  the  Springs  fly  up, 

The  cold,  cold  Springs,  that  1  may  leap  into  *em, 

And  bathe  my  fcorch’d  Limbs  in  their  purling  Pleafuces. 

Or  fiioot  me  up  into  the  higher  Region, 

Where  Treafures  of  delicious  Snow  are  nourish'd. 

And  Banquets  of  fweet  Hail. 

Rug.  Hold  him  fad,  Fryar,  O  how  he  burns/ 

Alph .  Whar,  will  ye  facrificc  me  ? 

Upon  the  Altar  lay  my  willing  Body, 

And  pile  your  Wood  up,  fling  your  holy  Incenfe ; 

And  as  1  turn  m  :  you  fhall  fee  all  Flame, 

Confuming  Flame}  (land  off  me,  or  you  *re  Allies. 

Both.  Moft  miferable  Wretches.  Alph.  Bring  hither  Charity 
And  let  me  hug  her,  Fryar,  they  fay  ihe’s  cold, 

Infinite  cold,  Devotion  cannot  warm  her} 

Draw  me  a  River  of  falfe  Lovers  Tears 

Clean  thro’  my  Breaft,  they  arc  dull,  cold,  and  forgetful. 

And  will  give  Eafe}  let  Virgins  figh  upon  me, 

Fbrfaken  Souls,  the  Sighs  are  precious. 

Let  them  all  figh:  Oh  Hell,  Hell,  Hell,  Oh  Hhrrour ! 

Mar.  To  Bed,  good  Sir.  Alph.  My  Bed  will  burn  ubout  me. 
Like  Phaeton ,  in  all  confuming  Flaflies 
I  aminclofed,  let  me  fly,  give  room; 

Betwixt 
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Betwixt  the  cold  Bear,  and  the  raging  Lion 
Lies  my  fafe  way;  O  for  a  Cake  of  Ice  now, 

To  clap  unto  my  Heart  to  comfort  me; 

Decrepit  Winter  hang  upon  my  Shoulders, 

And  let  me  wear  thy  frozen  Hides 
Like  Jewels  round  about  my  Head,  to  cool  me  ; 

My  Eyes  burn  outJ<t  and  fink  into  their  Sockets, 

And  my  infe&eJ  Brain  like  Brimftone  boils,, 

I  live  in  Hell,  and  leveral  Furies  vex  me  ; 

O  carry  me  where  no  Sun  ever  fhew’d  yet 
A  Face  of  Comfort,  where  the  Earth  is  chryfia’, 

Nevei  t)  be  difiolv’d,  where  naught  inhabit s 
But  Night  and  Cold,  and  nipping  Frofts,  and  Winds 
That  cut  the.  {lu'.boin  Rucks  and  make  them  fhiver  j 
Set  me  there,  Friends.  (he  has! 

Rug.  Hold  fa  ft,  he  mu  ft  to  Bed,  Frier,  what  fealding  fweats 
Mar .  He’ll  feald  in  Hell  for’c,  that  was  the  Caufe. 

Alpb.  Drink,  Drink,  a  world  of  Drink, 

Fill  ail  the  Cups  and  all  the  antique  Vtflels, 

And  borrow  Pots,  let  me  have  Drink  enough; 

Bring  all  the  worthy  Drunkards  of  the  Time, 

The  experienc’d  Drunkards,  let  me  have  them  all, 

And  let  them  drink  their  worft,  I’ll  make  them  Ideots, 

I’ll  lye  upon  my  Back  and  fwallow  VVfleft; 

Hive  Rivers  made  of  cooling  Wine  run  through,  me, 

Not  ftay  for  this  Man’s  Health,  or  this  great  Prince’s, 

But  take  an  Ocean,  and  begin  to  all  \  oh,  oh. 

Mar.  He  cools  a  little,  now  away  with  him,  «  , 

And  to  his  warm  Bed  prefently. 

Alpb.  No  Drink?  no  Wind  ?  no  cooling  Air? 

Rug.  You  fhall  have  any  thing. 

His  hot  fit  Miens,  Heav’n  put  in  a  Hand  now, 

And  fave  his  Life;  the  e’s  Drink,  Sir,  in  your  Chamber, 

And  all  cool  things.  . 

Alpb.  Away,  away,  let’s  fly  to  ’em.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Valerio  and  Evanthe. 

Evan.  To  fay  you  were  impotent,  1  am  afiiam’d  on’r, 

To  make  your  felf  no  Man,  to  a  frefh  Maid  too, 

A  longing  Maid  upon  her  Wedding  Night  alfo, 

To  give  her  fuch  a  dor.  Val.  I  prithee  pardon  me. 

Evan.  Had  you  been  drunk,  ’t  had  been  txcufable, 

Or  l.fcea  Gentleman  under  the  Surgeon’s  Hands, 

And  fo  not  able,  there  had  been  fome  Colour ; 

But  wretchedly  to  take  a  Weaknefs  to  ye, 

A  fearful  Weaknefs,  to  abufe  yotir  Body, 

And  let  a  Lie  work  like  a  Spell  upon  ye, 
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A  Lie  to  fave  your  Life ! 

Val.  Will  you  give  me  Leave,  Sweet? 

Evan.  You  have  taken  too  much  Leave,  and  too  bafc  Leave  too; 
To  wrong  your  Love:  hail  thou  a  noble  Spirit? 

And  canil  thou  look  up  to  the  Peoples  Love?,  • 

That  call  thee  worthy,  and  not  blufh,  Valerio  ? 

Canil  thou  behold  me  that  thou  hail  betray’^  thus, 

And  no  Shame  touch  thee? 

Val  Shime  attend  the  finful,  I  know  my  Innocence. 

Evan.  Ne’er  think  to  face  it,  that’s  a  double  Weaknefs, 

And  {hews  thee  falfcr  dill:  The  King  himfelf,  v 

Though  he  be  wicked,  and  our  Enemy, 

But  juiler  than  thou  art,  in  y  it v  of  my  Injuries, 

Told  me  the  Truth.  Val.  What  did  he  tell  thee,  Euantbe 
Evan.  That  but  to  gain  thy  Life  a  Fortnight  longer, 

Thy  lov’d  poor  Life,  thou  gav’ft  up  all  my  Duties. 

Vdl.  I  fwear  *tis  filfe*,  my  Life  and  Death  are  equal, 

I  have  weigh’d  ’em  both,  and  find  ’em  but  one  Fortune; 

But  Kings  are  Men,  and  live  at  Men,  and  die  too. 

Have  the  AfFedlions  Men  have,  and  their  Falfehoods^ 

Indeed  they  have  more  Power  to  make  ’em  good  ; 

The  King’s  to  blame,  it  was  to  fave  thy  Life,  Wench, 

Thy  innocent  Life,  that  l  forbore  thy  Bed, 

For  if  I  had  toucht  thee  thou  hadil  dyed,  he  fwore  it. 

Evan.  And  was  not  I  as  worthy  to  die  nobly? 

To  make  a  Story  for  the  time  that  follows.  i  • 

As  he  that  married  me?  What  Weaknefs,  Sir, 

Or  Disability,  do  you  fee  in  me,  .  ) 

Either  in  Mind  or  Body,  to  defraud  me 
Of  fuch  an  Opportunity?  Do  you  think  I  marry’d  you 
Only  for  Plealure,  or  Content  in  Lull? 

To  lull  you  in  my  Arms,  and  kifs  you  hourly  ? 

Was  this  my  end  ?  1  might  have  been  a  Queen,  Sir, 

If  that  had  caught  me,  and  have  known  all  Delicates ; 

There’s  few  :hat  would  have  fhun'd  fo  fair  an  Offer. 

O  thou  unfaithful  fearful  Man,  thou  haft  kill’d  me. 

In  faving  me  this  way,  thou  hall  deftroy’d  me, 

Ro.bb’d  me  of  that  thy  Love  can  never  give  more; 

To  be  unable  to  fave  me?  O  Mifery!  ■ 

Had  I  been  my  Valerio ,  thou  Evanthe, 

\  would  have  lain  with  thee  under  a  Gallows, 

Tho’  the  Hangman  had  been  my  Hymen ,  and  the  Furies 
With  Iron  Whips  and  Forks,  feady  to  torture  me.; 

1  would  have  ;  hug’d  thee  too,  tho*  Hell  had  gap’d  at  me.  ud 
Save  my  Life!  that  expelled  to  die  bravely, 

That  would  have  woo’d  it  too :  Would  1  had  mairied 

An 
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An  Ennucb ,  that  had  truly  no  Ability, 

Than  fuch  a  fearful  Lyar  5  thou  haft  done  me 
A  feurvy  Courtefie,  that  has  undone  me. 

Val.  I’ll  do  no  more,  fince  you  are  fo  nobly  fafhionV, 

Made  up  fo  ftrongly,  I’ll  take  my  Share  with  ye, 

Nay,  Dear,  I’ll  learn  of  you. 

Evan.  He  weeps  too  tenderly, 

My  Anger’s  gone,  good  my  Lord  pardon  me;  $ 

And  if  1  have  offended,  be  more  angry, 

It  was  a  Woman’s  Flaih,  a  fuddeh  Valour, 

That  could  not  lie  conceal’d. 

VaL  I  honour  ye,  by  all  the  Rites  of  holy  Marriage, 

And  pleafures  of  chafte  Love,  1  wonder  at  ye, 

You  appear  the  Vifion  of  a  Heav’n  unto  me 
Stuck  all  with  Stars  of  Honour  fliining  clearly. 

And  all  the  Motions  of  your  Mind  Celcftial  ; 

Man  is  a  Lump  of  Earth,  the  beft  Man  fpiritlcff, 

To  fuch  a  Woman  ;  all  our  Lives  and  A&ions 
But  Counterfeits  in  Arras  to  this  Virtue; 

Chide  me  again,  you  have  fo  brave  an  Anger, 

And  flows  fo  nobly  from  you,  thus  delivei’d, 

That  1  could  fuffer  like  a  Child  to  hear  ye. 

Nay,  rn^ke  my  felf  guilty  of  fome  Faults  to  honour  ye. 

Evan .  I’ll  chide  no  more,  you  have  robb’d  me  of  my  Courage, 
And  with  a  cunning  Patience  check’d  my  Impudence  , 

Once  more  Forgivenels.  [ She  kneels. 

Val.  Will  this  ferve,  Evantbe  ?  [Kijfes  her. 

And  this,  my  Love?  HeavVs  Mercy  be  upon  u?; 

But  did  he  tell  no  more? 

Evan.  Only  this  Trifle:  You  fet  my  Woman  on  me,  to  betray  me; 
Tis  true,  flic  did  her  beft,  a  bad  old  Woman, 

It  ftirr’d  me,  Sir. 

Pal.  I  cannot  blame  thee,  Jewel.  fway - 

Evan,  And  methought  when  ycur  Name  was  founded  that 
V?L  He  that  will  fpare  no  Fame,  will  fpare  no  Name,  Sweet ; 
Tho’  as  1  am  a  Man,  I  am  full  of  Weaknefs, 

And  may  flip  happily  into  fome  Ignorance, 

Yet  at  my  Years  to  be  a  Bawd,  and  cozen 
Mine  own  Hopes  with  my  Dc&rine— 

Evan.  I  believe  not,  nor  ever  fliall-,  our  time  is  out  to  Morrow. 
Val.  Let’s  be  to  Night  then  full  of  Fruitfulnefs, 

Now  we  arc  both  of  one  Mind,  lei’s  be  happy, 

I  am  no  more  a  wanting  Man,  Evantbey 

Thy  warm  Embraces  fliall  difTolve  that  Impotence, 

And  my  cold  Lye  fliall  vanifli  with  thy  Kifles  : 

You  Hours  of  Night  be  lor;g,  as  when  Alcmna 

G  Lay 
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Lay  by  the  lufty  Side  of  Jupiter  j 

Keep  back  the  Day,  and  hide  his  Golden  Beam?, 

Where  the  chatte  watchful  Morning  may  not  find  Vm  j 
Old  doating  Tython  hold  Aurora  fad, 

And  tho’  fhe  blulh  the  Day  break  from  her  Cheeks, 

Conceal  her  ftill  •,  theu  heavy  Wain  (land  firm, 

And  flop  the  quicker  Revolutions  * 

Or  if  the  Day  mult  come,  to  fpoil  our  Happinefs, 

Thou  envious  Sun  peep  not  upon  our  Plcafurc, 

Thou  that  all  Lovers  curfe,.  be  far  off  from  us. 

Enter  Caftruchio  with  Guard. 

Rvan.  Then  let’s  to  Bed,  and  this  Night  in  all  Joys 

And  chafte  Delights -  Caft.  Stay,  I  mud  part  ye  both*. 

It  is  the  King’s  Command,  who  bids  me  tell  ye, 

To  Morrow  is  your  laft  Hour. 

Val.  1  obey,  Sir, 

in  Hcav’n  we  (hall  meet,  Captain,  where  King  Frederick 
Dare  not  appear  to  part  us. 

Cajt.  Miftake  me  not,  though  I  am  rough  in  doing  of  my  Office, 
You  (hall  find,  Sir,  you  have  a  Friend  to  honour  ye. 

Val.  I  thank  ye,  Sir.  [ Exeunt . 


A  C  T  V.  SCENE  I. 

.  Enter  Fryar  Marco,  and  Rugio. 

Rug,  TTAvc  you  writ  to  the  Captain  of  the  Cattle? 

XJL  Mar.  Yes,  and  charged  him. 

Upon  his  Soul’s  health,  that  he  be  nor  cruel, 

Told  him  Valerio's  worth  among  the  People, 

And  how  it  mutt  be  punilh’d  in  Potterity, 

Though  he  fcape  now.  Rug.  But  will  not  he,  Fryar  Marct , 
Betray  this  to  the  King?  Mar.  Though  he  be  llubborn, 
And  of  a  rugged  Nature,  yet  he  is  honeft. 

And  honours  much  Valerio.  Rug.  How  does  Alphonfo* 
For  now  methinks  my  Heart  is  light  again, 

And  pale  Fear  fled.  Mar.  He  is  as  well  as  I  am  ,  > 

The  Rogue  againft  his  will  has  faved  his  Life, 

A  defperate  Poifon  has  rc-cur’d  the  Prince. 

Rug .  To  me  ’cis  moft  miraculous. 

Mar.  To  me  too,  till  I  confider  why  it  fhould  do  fo, 

And  now  I  have  found  it  a  moft  excellent  Phyfick, 

It  wrought  upon  the  dull  cold  mifty  Parts, 

That  clvg’d  his  Soul,  which  was  another  Poifon, 

A‘  defperate  too,  and  found  fuch  matter  there, 

And  fuch  abundance  alfo  to  refitt  ir, 
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And  wear  away  the  dangerous  heat  it  brought  with  it, 

The  pure  Blood  and  the  Spirits  fcap’d  untainted. 

Rug.  ’Twas  Heav’n’s  high  Hand,  none  of  Sorano's  Pity. 

Mar.  Mod  certain  "twas  $  had  the  malicious  Villain 

Enter  Caftruchio 

Given  him  a  coding  Poifon,  he  had  paid  him. 

-  Rug .  The  Captain  of  the  Caftle. 

Mar.  O  ye  are  welcome,  how  does  your  Prifoner  ? 

Caf  He  muft  go  for  dead ; 

But  when  I  do  a  Deed  of  fo  much  Villany, 

I’ll  have  my  Skin  pull’d  o’er  mine  Ears,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  and  Fryars. 

Though  I  am  the  King’s,  I  am  none  of  his  Abufes  *, 

How  does  your  Royal  Charge  ?  That  I  might  fee  once. 

Mar .  I  pray  fee  now,  you  are  a  trufty  Gentleman. 

Alpb.  Good  Fathers,  1  thank  Hcav’n,  I  feel  no  Sicknefs. 

Caf  He  fpeaks  again. 

Alpb.  Nothing,  that  bars  the  free  ufe  of  my  Spirit, 

Methinks  the  Air’s  fweet  to  me,  and  Company 
A  thing  I  covet  now:  Caftruchio. 

CaJ.  Sir ;  he  fpeaks,  and  knows  \  for  Heav’n  fake  break  my  pate, 
That  l  may  be  fare  l  fleep  not.  {'Lord, 

Alpb.  Thou  were  honeft, 

Ever  among  the  Rank  of  good  Men  counted, 

I  have  been  abfent  long  out  of  the  World, 

A  Dream  1  have  lived,  how  does  it  look  Caftruchio? 

W  hat  wonders  are  abroad  ? 

Caf.  I  fling  off  Duty  to  your  Dead  Brother,  for  he  is  dead  in 
And  to  the  living  hope  of  brave  Alphonfo ,  (Goodnels, 

The  noble  Heir  of  Nature,  and  of  Honour, 

1  fallen  my  Allegiance.  (Tecrct. 

Mar  Softly  Captain,’ we  dare  not  trull  the  Air  with  this  bkft 
Good  Sir,  be  clofe  again,  Heav’n  has  rellor’d  ye, 

And  by  miraculous  Means,  to  your  fair  Health, 

And  made  the  inllrument  your  Enemies  Malice, 

Which  does  prognollicate  your  noble  Fv>rtuie; 

Let  not  our  carelefs  joy  lofe  you  again,  Sir, 

Hdp  to  deliver  ye  to  a  further  Dtnger: 

I  pray  you  pafs  in,  and  reft  a  while  forgotten. 

For  if  your  Brother  come  to  know  you  are  well  again. 

And  ready  to  inherit  as  your  Righr, 

Before  we  have  ftrength  enough  to  allure  your  Life, 

What  will  become  of  you  ?  and  what  lhall  we 
Deferve  in  all  Opinions  that  are  honeft, 

For  our  lofs  of  Judgment,  Gare,  and  Loyalty  ? 

Rug.  Dear  Sir,  pafs  in  :  Heav’n  has  begun  the  Work, 

G  z  .  And 
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And  blcft  us  all,  let  our  Endeavours  follow,  *  . 

To  preferve  this  blcfiing  to  our  timely  Ufes, 

And  bring  it  to  the  noble  End  we  aim  at  j 
Ltt  our  Cares  work  now,  and  our  Eyes  pick  out 
An  hour  to  fhew  ye  fafely  to  your  Subje&s, 

A  fecure  hour. 

Alph.  I  am  counfel’d;  yc  are  faithful. 

Caf.  Which  hour  (hall  not  be  long,  as  we  fiiall  handle  it. 

Once  more  ihc  tender  of  my  Duty.  Alph.  Thank  ye. 

Caf  Keep  you  the  Monaftery. 

Rug.  Strong  enough  1M  warrant  yc.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Fool%  and  Podrano. 

Pod.  Who  arc  all  thefe  that  crowd  about  the  Court,  Fool? 
Thofc  ftrange  new  Faces  ?  Fool.  They  are  Suitors,  Coxcomb, 
Dainty  fine  Suitors  to  the  Widow  Lady, 

Thou  hadft  beft  make  one  of ’em,  thou  wiltbe  hanged  as  handfomly 
At  the  Month’s  end,  and  as  much  joy  follow’d, 

And  ’twere  to  morrow  )  as  many  mourning  Bawds  for  thee, 

And  holy  Nuns,  whole  veftal  Fire  ne’er  vaniflies, 

In  fackcloth  Smocks,  as  if  thou  wertHeir  apparent 
To  all  the  impious  Suburbs,  -and  the  Sink-holes. 

Ted.  Out  you  bafe  Rogue.  Fool.  Why  dolt  abufe  thy  felf  ? 
Thou  art  to  blame,  I  take  thee  for  a  Gentleman, 

But  why  does  not  thy  Lord  and  Mafter  marry  her  ? 

Pod.  Why,  file  is  his  Sifter. 

Fool.  *  Tis  the  better,  Fool, 

He  may  make  bold  with  his  own  Flelh  and  Blood, 

For  o’  my  Confcience  there’s  none  clfe  will  truft  him  j 
Then  he  may  pleafure  the  King  at  a  dead  pinch  too. 

Without  a  Mephejlophilus ,  fuch  as  thou  art, 

And  ingrofs  the  Royal  Difcafe  like  a  true  Subject. 

Pod.  Thou  wilt  be  whipt.  Fool .  I  am  fure  thou  wilt  be  bang’d, 

1  have  loft  a  Ducket  elfe,  which  I  would  be  loath  to  venture 
Without  certainty.  They  appear.  \_Suitors  pafs  by. 

Pod.  Why  thefe  are  Rafcals.  (kindred  ? 

Fool.  They  were  meant  to  be  fo,  does  thy  Mafter  deferve  better 
Pod.  There’s  an  old  Lawyer, 

Trim’d  up  like  a  Gaily  Foift,  what  would  he  do  with  her  ? 

Fool.  As  Ufurers  do  with  their  Gold,  he  would  look  on  her. 
And  read  her  over  once  a  Day,  like  a  hard  Report, 

Feed  his  dull  Eye,  and  keep  his  Fingers  itching ; 

For  any  thing  elfe,  fhe  may  appeal  to  a  Parliament, 

Sub  Poona's  and  Pofl  Kaes  have  fpoilM  his  Codpiece; 

Th  ere’s  a  Phyfician  too  older  than  he, 

And  Gallen  Gallinacius ,  but  he  has  fol}  his  Spurs, 

He  would  be  nibling  too. 

Pod* 
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Tod.  I  marked  the  Man,  if  he  be  a  Man. 

Fool .  H’as  much  ado  to  be  fo, 

Searcloths  and  Sirrups  glew  him  clofe  together, 

He  would  fall  a  pieces  elfei  mending  of  ftie  Patients, 

And  then  trying  wheiher  they  be  right  or  no 
In  his  own  Perfon,  there’s  the  boneft  care  on’r, 

Has  mollify \3  the  Man  j  if  he  do  marry  her, 

And  come  but  to  warm  him  well  at  Cupid  s  Bonfire, 

He  will  bulge  fo  fubtdly,  and  fuddenly, 

You  may  fnatch  him  up  by  Parcel',  like  a  Sea  Rack: 

Will  your  Werfhip  go,  and  look  upon  the  reft,  oir. 

And  hear  what  they  can  fay  for  themfelves?  [ Exeunt . 

Pod.  I’ll  follow  thee. 

Enter  Camillo,  Menallo,  Cleanthcs,  and  Caftruchio. 

Caw.  You  tell  us  wonders. 

Caf  But  1  tell  you  truths,  they  are  both  well. 

Men .  Why  are  not  we  in  Arms  then  ? 

And  all  the  Ifland  given  to  know— 

Caf.  Difcrcetly  and  privately  it  mu  ft  be  done,  ’twill  mifs  elfe, 
And  prove  our  Ruins  5  moft  of  the  noble  Citizens 
Know  it  by  me,  and  flay  the  hour  to  atcend  it, 

Prepare  your  Hearts  and  Friends,  let  theirs  be  right  too, 

And  keep  about  the  King  to  avoid  fufpicionj 

,  Enter  Frederick  and  Sorano. 

When  you  fhall  hear  theCaftle  Bell,  take  Courage, 

And  ftand  like  Men  *  away,  the  King  is  coming.  [Exeunt  Lords. 

Fred.  Now  Captain,  what  have  you  done  with  your  Prifoner  ? 

Caf.  He  is  dead.  Sir,  and  his  Body  flung  into  the  Sea, 

To  feed  the  Fifties,  ’twas  your  will,  I  take  ir, 

I  did  it  from  a  ftrong  Commiflion, 

And  flood  not  to  Capitulate.  Fred.  *Tis  well  done, 

And  I  fliall  love  you  for  your  Faiih.  What  anger 
Or  forrow  did  he  utter  at  his  End  ?  ** 

Caf.  Faith  little,  Sir,  that  l  gave  any  ear  to. 

He  would  have  fpoke,  but  I  had  no  Commiflion 
To  argue  with  him,  fo  I  flung  him  off* 

His  Lady  would  have  feen,  but  I  lock’d  her  up, 

For  fear  her  Womans  Tears  fhould  hinder  us. 

Fred.  ’Twas  trufty  (till.  I  wonder,  my  Sorano , 

We  hear  not  from  the  Monaftery  j  I  believe 
They  gave  it  not,  or  elfc  it  wrought  not  fully. 

Caf  Did  you  name  the  Monaftery?  Fred.  Yes,  I  did,  Captain. 

Caf.  I  faw  the  Fryar  this  Morning,  and  Lord  Rugiot 
Bitterly  weeping,  and  wringing  of  their  Hands, 

And  all  the  holy  Men  hung  down  their  Heads» 

6 or.  ’Tisdone  I’ll  warrant  ye,  Caf.  I  ask’d  the  Reafon. 


Fred. 
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Fred.  Whatanfsver  badft  thcu?  Caf  This  in  few -Words,  Sir 
Ycur  Brother’s  dead,  this  Morning  he  deceafed} 

I  was  your  Servant,  and  I  wept  nor,  Sir, 

I  knew  *twas  for  your  good.  Fred.  It  (hall  be  for  thine  too 
Captain,  indeed  it  (hall.  O  my  Sorano , 

Now  we  (hall  live.  Sor.  Ay,  now  there’s  none  to  trouble  ye. 

Fred.  Captain,  bring  out  the  Woman,  and  give  way 
To  any  Suitor  that  (hall  come  to  marry  her, 

Of  what  degree  foever.  Caf.  It  (hall  be  done,  Sir.  [ExitQiS. 
Fred.  O  let  me  have  a  lully  Banquet  after  it. 

Enter  Evanthe,  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Menailo,  and  Foal. 

I  will  be  high  and  merry.  Sor.  There  be  feme  Lords 
That  1  Qou'd  counfel  ye  to  fling  from  Court,  Sir, 

They  pry  into  our  A£tion3,  they  are  fuch 

The  foodfn  People  call  their  Countries  Honours  j 

Honclt  brave  things,  and  (tile  them  with  fuch  Titles, 

As  if  they  were  the  patterns  of  the  Kingdom  j 
Which  makes  them  proud,  and  prone  to  look  into  us, 

And  talk  at  random  of  our  Actions. 

They  fhould  be  lovers  of  your  Commands, 

And  followers  of  your  will;  Bridles  and  Curbs 
To  the  hard-headed  Commons  that  malign  us, 

They  come  here  to  do  honour  to  my  Sifter, 

To  laugh  at  your  feverity,  and  fright  us  ^ 

If  they  had  power,  what  would  thefe  Men  do? 

Do  you  hear,  Sir,  how  privily  they  whifper  ? 

Fred.  I  (hall  filence  5em, 

And  to  their  lhames,  within  this  Week,  Sorano  j 
In  the  mean  time  have  Patience. 

Sor.  How  they  jeer,  and  look  upon  me  as  I  were  a  Monfter  ? 
And  talk  and  jeer  ?  How  I  fhall  pull  your  Plumes,  Lords, 

How  I  (hall  humble  you  within  thefe  two  Days? 

Your  great  Names,  nor  your  Country  cannot  fave  ye.  . 

Fred.  Let  in  the  Suitors.  Yet  fubmic,  I'll  pardon  ye. 

You  are  half  undone  already,  do  not  wind 
My  Anger  to  that  height,  it  may  confume  ye. 

Enter  Lawyer,  Phyfician,  Captain,  and  Cutpurfe. 

And  utterly  deftroy  thcc,  fair  Evantbe :  Yet  1  have  Mercy, 

Evan.  Ufc  it  to  your  Bawds, 

To  me  ufc  Cruelty,  it  bed  becomes  ye, 

And  (hews  more  Kingly :  1  contemn  your  Mercy  5 
It  is  a  cozening,  and  a  bawdy  Mercy  *, 

Can  any  thing  be  hoped  for,  to  relieve  me? 

Or  is  it  fit  I  thank  you  for  a  Pity,  when  you  have  kill'd  my  Lord/* 
Fred.  Who  wiil  have  her/*  Evan.  My  Tears  are  gone, 

My  tears  of  Love  to  my  dear  Valerio , 

But 
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But  1  have  fill’d  mine  Eyes  again  with  Anger  j 
O  were  it  but  To  powerful  to  conSuine  yc. 

My  Tongue  with  Curfes  1  have  aim’d  againft  ye, 

With  Maiden  Curfes,  that  Heav’n  crowns  with  Horrors, 

My  Heart  fet  round  with  hate  againft  thy  Tyranny  j 
O  would  my  Hands  could  hold  the  fire  of  Heav’n, 

*  Wr^pt  in  the  Thunder  that  the  Gods  revenge  with. 

That  like  ftern  Juftice  1  might  fling  it  on  thee^ 

Thou  art  a  King  of  Monfters,  not  of  Men, 

An  i  fhoitly  thou  wilt  turn  this  Land  to  Devils. 

Fred  I’ll  make  you  one  firft,  and  a  wretched  Devil. 

Com?,  who  will  have  her? 

Law*  1,  an’t  like  your  Majefty,  1  am  a  Lawyer, 

1  can  make  her  a  Jointure  oi  any  Man’s  Land  in  Naples , 

And  flic  flisll  keep  it  too,  I  have  a  trick  for  it. 

Fool  Canft  thou  make  her  a  Jointure  of  thine  Honc'fty, 

Or  thy  Ability,  thou  lewd  Abridgement? 

Tbofe  are  Non-fuited  and  flung  o  er  the  Bar. 

Phy.  An’t  pleafe  your  Majetty  to  give  me  leave, 

I  dare  accept  her  >  and  though  old  I  feem,  Lady, 

Like  MfoUy  by  my  Art  I  can  renew  Youth  and  Ability. 

Fool,  in  a  powdering  Tub 
Stew  thy  felf  tender  again,  like  a  Cock  Chicken  j 
The  Broth  may  be  good,  but  the  Flefli  is  not  fit  for  Dogs  fure* 
Capt.  Lady,  take  nv,  and  I’ll  maintain  thine  Honour, 

1  am  a  poor  Captain,  as  poor  People  call  me, 

Very  poor  People,  for  my  Soldiers 

They  are  Quartered  in  the  outfide  of  the  City, 

Men  of  Abdity  to  make  good  a  high  Way  \ 

We  have  but  two  grand  Enemies  that  oppofe  us, 

The  Doji  Gouty  and  the  Gallows. 

Fool .  [  believe  ye,  and  both  thefe  you  will  bind  her  for  a  Join- 
Now  Signior  Firk.  (tu-Cj 

Cut-purfe.  Medam,  take  me  and  be  wife, 

I  am  rLh  and  nimble,  and  thofe  are  rare  in  one  Man  \ 

Every  Man’s  Pocket  is  my  Treafure, 

And  no  Man  wears  a  Sute  but  fits  me  neatly  \ 

Cloaths  you  fh  .11  have,  and  wear  the  pureft  Linnen, 

I  have  a  trU  ute  out  of  every  Shop,  Lady. 

Meat  you  (hall  ’eat,  I  have  my  Caters  our  too, 

The  beft  and  iuft  eft,  and  drink  good  Wine,  good  Lady, 

Good  quickening  Wine,  Wine  that  will  make  you  eaptr. 

And  at  thd  worn -  Fool.  It  is  but  capering  (hort,  Sir, 

Yen  felJom  flay  for  Agues  or  for  Surfeits, 

A  (baking  fit  of  a  Whip  fometime*  o’er  tikes  ye, 

Marry  you  die  moft  commonly  of  Choakifigs, 
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Obftruftious  of  the  Halter  nre  your  ends  ever; 

Pray  Lave  your  Horn  and  your  Knife  for  her  to  live  on. 

Evat?.  Poor  wretched  People,  why  do  you  wrong  your  Lives  ? 
Though  l  fear’d  Death,  l  fhculd  fear  ycu  ten  times  more, 

You  aie  every  one  a  new  Death,  and  an  odious*. 

The  Earth  will  purifie  corrupted  Bodies, 

You’ll  m.ikc  us  worfe,  and  Itink  eternally. 

Go  home,  go  home,  and  get  good  Nurfes  for  you, 

Dream  not  of  Wives. 

Fred.  You  lhall  have  one  of ’em,  if  they  dare  venture  for  ye. 
Evan.  They  are  dead  already, 

Crawling  difeafes,  that  mull  creep  into 

The  next  Grave  they  find  open*  arc  thefe  fit  Husbands 

For  her  you  have  loved,  Sir?  Though  you  hate  me  now* 

And  hate  me  mortally,  as  l  hate  you, 

Your  Noblenefs,  in  that  you  have  done  otherwife,  - 
And  named  Evanthe  once  as  your  poor  Miftrefs, 

Might  offer  worthier  choice. 

Fred.  Speak,  who  dare  take  her  for  one  Month,  and  then  Die? 
Phy.  Die,  Sir? 

Fred .  Ay,  die  Sir,  that’s  the  condition. 

Thy.  One  Month  is  too  little 
For  me  to  repent  in  for  my  former  Plcafure, 

To  go  ftill  on,  unlefs  I  were  furc  fhe  would  kill  me. 

And  kill  me  delicately  before  my  Day  * 

Make  it  up  a  Year,  for  by  that  time  1  mull  Die, 

My  Body  will  hold  out  no  longer. 

Fred.  No  Sir,  it  mud  be  but  a  Month. 

Law.  Then  farewel  Madam, 

This  is  like  to  be  a  great  year  of  D’flention 
Among  good  People,  and  I  dare  not  lofe  it, 

The:e  will  be  Mony  got. 

Caft.  Blefs  your  good  Ladifhip, 

There’s  nothing  in  the  Grave  but  Bones  and  Afhes, 

In  Taverns  there’s  good  Wine,  and  excellent  Wenches, 

And  Surgeons  while  we  live. 

Cnt-purfe .  Adieu  fweet  Lady, 

Lay  me  when  1  am  a  dead  near  a  rich  Alderman, 

1  cannot  pick  his  Purfe  5  no,  1*11  no  Dying, 

Though  I  Heal  Linnen,  I’ll  not  fteal  my  Shrowd  yet. 

All ,  Send  ye  a  happy  Match.  \_Exemit, 

.  Fool.  And  you  all  Halters,  you  have  deferved  ’em  richly. 

Thefe  do  all  Villanies,  and  Mifchiefs  of  all  forts,  yet  thofe  they 
fear  not. 

To  flinch  where  a  fair  Wench  is  at  the  Stake. 

Evan.  Come,  your  Sentence,  let  me  Die :  You  fee,  Sir, 
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None  of  your  valiant  Men  dare  venture  on  me, 

A  Month’s  a  dangerous  thing. 

Enter  Valerio  difguis'd. 

Fred.  Away  with  her,  let  her  die  inftantly* 

Evan .  Will  you  then  be  willing 
To  die  at  the  time  prefixtf  That  I  muft  know  too, 

And  know  it  beyond  doubt. 

Fred.  What  if  I  did,  Wench? 

Evan.  On  that  condition  if  1  had  it  certain, 

I  would  be  your  any  thing,  and  you  {hould  injoy  me, 

How  ever  in  my  Nature  1  abhor  you, 

Yet  as  I  1  ive  I  would  be  obedient  to  you j 
But  when  your  Time  came  how  I  fliould  rejoice, 

How  then  1  fhouki  beftir  my  felf  to  thank  ye, 

To  fee  your  Throat  cut,  how  my  Heart  would  leap.  Sir ! 

I  would  die  with  you,  but  firft  I  would  fo  torture  ye, 

And  cow  you  in  your  End,  fo  defpife  you, 

For  a  weak  and  wretched  Coward,  you  muft  end  fure  \ 

Still  make  ye  fear,  and  (hake,  defpifed,  ftill  laugh  at  ye. 

Fred.  Away  with  her,  let  her  die  inftantly. 

Cam.  Stay,  there’s  another,  and  a  Gentleman, 

His  Habit  {hews  no  leis,  may  be  his  bufinefs 
Is  for  this  Lady’s  Love. 

Fred .  Say  why  ye  come,  Sir,  and  what  you  are. 

Val.  I  am  defeended  nobly,  a  Prince  by  Birth,  and  by  my 
A  Prince’s  Fellow,  Abidos  brought  me  forth,  (Trade  a  Soldier, 
My  Parents  Duke  Agenor  and  fair  Egla , 

My  bufinefs  hither  to  renew  my  Love 
With  a  young  noble  Spirit,  call’d  Valerio \ 

Our  firft  acquaintance  was  at  Sea,  in  fight 
Againft  a  Turlcijh  Man  of  War,  a  ftout  one, 

Where  Lion-like  l  faw  him  fhew  his  Valour, 

And  as  he  had. been  made  of  cordpleat  Virtue,  ; 

Spirit,  and  Fire,  no  dreggs  of  dull  Earth  in  him.' 

Evan.  Thou  art  a  brave  Gentleman,  and  bravely  fpeakeft  him. 

Val.  The  Veflel  dancing  under  him  for  joy. 

And  the  rough  whittling  Winds  becalm’d  to  view  him; 

I  faw  the  Child  of  Honour,  for  he  was  young, 

Deal  fuch  an  Alms  amongft  the  fpightful  Pagans, 

His  towring  Sword  flew  like  an  eager  Falcon, 

And  round  about  his  reach  invade  the  Turks , 

He  had  intrench’d  himfelf  in  his  dead  Quarries  > 

The  filver  Crefcents  on  the  Tops  they  carried 
Shrunk  in  their  Heads  to  fee  his  Rage  fo  bloody. 

And  from  his  Fury  fuffered  fad  Eclipfes*, 

The  game  of  Death  was  never  plaid  more  nobly, 
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The  meager  Thief  grew  wanton  in  his  Mifchiefs, 

And  his  fhrunk  hollow  Eyes  fmii’d  on  his  Ruins. 

Evan.  Heav’n  keep  this  Gentleman  from  being  a  Suitor, 

For  I  fhall  ne’er  deny  him, -he’s  fo  Noble. 

Pal.  But  what  can  lad  long?  Strength  and  Spirit  wafted. 

And  frefli  fupplies  flew  on  upon  this  Gentleman, 

Breathlefs  and  weary  with  Oppreffion, 

And'almoft  kill’d  with  killing,  ’twas  my  chance 
In  a  tall  Ship  I  had  to  view  the  Fight  j 
I  fet  into  him,  entertain’d  the  Turk , 

And  for  an  Hour  gave  him  fo  hot  r  Brcakfaft, 

He  clapt  all  Linnen  up  he  had  to  fave  him, 

And  like  a  Lover’s  Thought  he  fled  our  Fury  ; 

There  fir  ft  1  faw  the  Man  I  lov’d,  Valerio, 

There  was  acquainted,  there  my  Soul  grew  to  him, 

And  his  to  me,  we  were  the  twins  of  Friendfhip. 

Evan.  Fortune  prote&this  Man,  or  I  fhall  ruin  him* 

Val.  I  made  this  Voyage  to  behold  my  Friend, 

To  warm  my  Love  anew  at  his  Affe&ion  j 
But  fincc  I  landed,  1  have  heard  his  Fate: 

My  Father’s  had  not  been  to  me  more  cruel. 

I  have  lamented  too,  and  yet  1  keep 
The  treafure  of  a  few  Tears  for  you  Lady, 

For  by  defeription  you  were  his  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Can  he  weep  that’s  a  Stranger  to  my  Story, 

And  l  ftand  ftill  and  look  on?  Sir,  I  thank  yes 

If  noble  Spirits  after  their  departure  # 

Can  know,  and  wi(h,  certain  his  Soul  gives  thanks  too; 

There  are  your  Tears  again,  and  when  yours  fail,  Sir, 

Pray  ye  call  *to  me,  I  have  fome  ftore  to  'lend  ye.  Your  Name? 
Val.  Ur  lino. 

Evan.  That  I  may  remember,^ 

That  little  time  I  have  to  live,*  your  Friendftiip?, 

My  Tongue  (hall  ftudf  both. 

Fred .  Do  youcome  hither  only  to  tell  this  ftory,  Prince  Uibino  } 
Val.  My  bufinefs  now  is,  Sir,  to  woo  this  Lady. 

Evan.  Blefling  defend  ye;  do  you  know  the  danger? 

Val.  Yes,  and  I  fear  it  not,  danger’s  my  Play-fellow 
Since  I  was  Man  ’thas  been  my  beft  Companion, 

I  know  your  Doom,  ’tis  for  a  Month  you  give  her; 

And  then  his  Life^you  take  that  marries  her. 

Fred.  ’Tis  true,  nor  can  your  being  born  a  Prince, 

If  you  accept  the  Offer,  free  you  from  it. 

Val.  1  not  defire  it,  I  have,  caft  the  worft. 

And  even  that  worft  to  me  is  many  Bleflings : 

I  lov’d  my  Friend,  n6t  meafur’d  out  by  time. 

Nor 
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Nor  hired  by  circumftance  of  Place  and  Honour, 

But  for  his  wealthy  felf  and  worth  I  lov’d  him, 

His  Mind  and  noble  Mold  he  ever  mov’d  in, 

And  woo  his  Friend  becaufe  fhe  was  worthy  of  him, 

The  only  Relick  that  he  left  behind,  Sir,  , 

To  give  his  Afhes  Honour;  Lady  take  me. 

And  in  me  keep  Valerio's  Love  alive  ftill  5 
When  1  am  gone,  take  thofe  that  lhall  fucceed  me, 

Heav’n  muft  want  Lighr,  before  you  want  a  Husband, 

To  raife  up  Heirs  of  Love  and  noble  Memory, 

To  your  unfortunate - 

Evan.  Am  I  flill  hated?  haft  thou  no  end,  O  Fate,  of  my 
Was  I  ordain’d  to  be  a  common  Murdrefs  ?  fAfHi&ion  ? 

And  of  the  beft  Men  too  ?  Good  Sir- - 

Val.  Peace,  Sweet,  look  on  my  Hand. 

Evan.  I  do  accept  the  Gentleman,  I  faint  with  Joy . 

Fred.  I  ftop  it,  none  (hall  have  her,  convey  this  Stranger  hence. 

Val.  I  am  no  Stranger - Hark  to  the  Bell  that  rings. 

Hark,  hark,  proud  Frederick ,  that  was  King  of  Mifchief, 

Hark,  thou  abhorred  Man,  doft  thou  hear  thy  Sentence  ? 

Does  not  this  Bell  ring  in  thine  Ears  thy  Ruin  ? 

Fred.  What  Beil  is  this? 

Cam.  The  Caftie  Bell:  Stand  fure,  Sir,  and  move  not,  if  you 
do  you  perifh. 

Men.  It  rings  your  Knell.  Alphonfo ,  King  alphonfo. 

All.  alphonfo,  King  Alphonfo. 

Fred.  1  am  betray’d,  lock  fait  the  Pakce. 

Cam.  We  have  all  the  Keys,  Sir, 

And  no  Door  here  fhall  fliut  without  our  Licence. 

Cle.  Do  you  lhakc  now,  Lord  Sorano  ?  no  new  Trick  ? 

Nor  fpeedy  Poifon  to  prevent  this  bufinefs  ? 

No  bawdy  Meditation  now  to  fly  to? 

Fred.  Treafon,  Treafon,  Treafon. 

Cam.  Yes,  we  hear  ye, 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Rugio,  Marco,  Caftruchio,  and  ^tieen% 

with  Guard. 

And  we  have  found  the  Traitor  in  your  fliape,  Sir, 

We’ll  keep  him  fall  too. 

Fred  Recover’d !  then  I  am  gone, 

The  Sun  of  all  my  Pomp  is  fet  and  vanifh’d. 

silph.  Have  you  not  forgot  this  Face  of  mine.  King  Frederick  ? 
Brother,  l  am  come  to  fee  you,  and  have  brought 
A  Banquet  to  be  merry  with  your  Grace; 

1  pray  fit  down,  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty, 

And  cat,  eat  freely,  Sir;  why  do  you  ftart? 

Have  you  no  Stomach  to  the  Meat  I  bring  you? 
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Dare  you  not  taftc?  Have  ye  no  Antidotes  ? 

You  need  not  fear;  Sorario's  a  good  Apothecary. 

Mcthinksyou  look  not  well,  fomc  frefh  Wine  for  him, 

Some  of  the  fame  he  fent  me  by  Sorano  5 
I  thank  you  for’t,  it  fav’d  my  Life,  1  am  bound  to  ye, 

But  how  twill  work  on  you - 1  hope  your  Lordfhip 

Will  pledge  him  too,  methinks  you  look  but  feurvily, 

And  would  be  put  into  a  better  colour, 

But  l  have  acandy’d  Toad  for  ycur  Lordihip. 

Sor.  Would  I  had  any  thing  that  would  difpatch  me, 

So  it  were  down,  and  1  out  of  this  fear  once. 

Fred.  Sir,  thus  low,  as  my  Duty  now  compels  me, 

I  do  confefs  my  unbounded  Sins,  my  Errors, 

And  feel  within  my  Soul  the  fmarts  already  ;  . 

Hide  not  the  noble  Nature  of  a  Brother, 

The  Pity  of  a  Friend,  from  my  Affli&ions  ; 

Let  me  a  while  lament  my  Mifery, 

And  caft  the  Load  off  of  my  Wantonnefs, 

Before  I  find  your  Fury ;  then  ftrike  home, 

1  do  deferve  the  deepeft  blow  of  Juftice, 

And  then  how  willingly,  O  Death,  I’ll  meet  thee! 

silpb.  Rife,  Madem,  thofe  fweet  Tears  are  potent  fpeakers, 
And  Brother  live,  but  in  the  Monaftery, 

Where  I  lived}  with  the  felt-fame  filence  too; 

1  11  teach  you  to  be  good  againft  your  will,  Brother, 

Your  Tongue  has  done  much  harm,  that  muft  be  Dumb  now; 
The  daily  Pilgrimage  to  my  Father’s  Tomb, 

Tears,  Sighs,  and  Groans,  you  (ball  wear  out  your  Days  with. 
And  true  ones  too,  you  fhall  perform,  dear  Brother; 

Your  Diet  fhall  be  {lender  to  i n force  thefe ; 

Too  light  a  Penance,  Sir,  Fred.  I  do  confefs  it. 

Alpb.  Sorano ,  you  fhall— 

Sor.  How  he  ftudies  for  it! 

Hanging’s  the  lead  part  of  my  Penance  certain.  [Evanthe  kneels. 
Alpb.  What  Lady’s  that  that  kneels? 

Caf.  The  chafte  Evanthe. 

Alpb.  Sweet,  your  Petition? 

Evan.  ’Tis  for  this  bad  Man,  Sir, 

Abominable  bad,  but  yet  my  Brother. 

Alpb.  The  bad  Man  fhall  attend  as  bad  a  Mafler, 

And  both  fhall  be  confin’d  within  the  Monaftery; 

His  rank  Fltfh  lhall  be  pull’d  with  daily  fafting. 

But  once  a  Week  he  fhall  fmell  Meat,  he  will  furfeit  elfe, 

And  his  immodeft  Mind  compell'd  to  Prayer; 

On  the  bare  Boards  he  fhall  lye,  to  remember 
The  wantonnefs  he  did  commit  in  Beds; 

And  drink  fair  Water,  that  will  ne’er  inflame  him  ;  He 
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He  fav’d  my  Life  though  he  purpos’d  to  deftroy  me, 

For  which  I’ll  fave  his,  though  I  make  it  mifcrable.* 

Madam,  at  Court  1  {hall  defire  your  Company, 

You  are  Wife  and  Virtuous,  when  you  pleafe  to  vifit 
My  Brother  Frederick ,  you  fhall  have  our  Licence, 

My  dcardfc  belt  Friend,  Valerio, 

Val.  Save  Alpbonfo. 

Own .  Long  live  Alpbonfo ,  King  of  tr,  and  Naples, 

Alph.  Is  thi9  the  Lady  that  the  wonder  goes  on? 

Honour’d  fweet  Maid,  here  take  her  my  Valerio, 

The  King  now  gives  her,  {he  is  thine  own  without  fear: 
Brother,  have  you  fo  much  Provifion  that  is  good, 

Not  feafon’d  by  Sorano  and  his  Cooks, 

That  we  may  venture  on  with  honeft  fafety, 

We  and  our  Friends? 

Fred,  All  that  I  have  is  yours,  Sir. 

Alph.  Come  then,  let’s  in,  and  end  this  Nuptial, 

Then  to  our  Coronation  with  all  fpeed : 

My  virtuous  Maid,  this  Day  I’ll  be  your  Bride-man, 

And  fee  you  bedded  to  your  own  defires  too  j 
Beihrew  me,  Lords,  who  is  not  merry  hates  me. 

Only  Sorano  fhall  not  bear  my  Cup  : 

Come,  now  forget  old  Pains  and  Injuries, 

As  I  mud  do,  and  drown  all  in  fair  Healths ; 

That  Kingdom’s  blefled,  where  the  King  begins 
His  true  Love  firft,  for  there  ail  Loves  are  Twins. 

»  .  [Exeunt  ovine  s. 


EPILOGUE. 

WE  have  your  Favours,  Gentlemen,  and  you 

Have  our  Endeavours,  ( dear  Friends ,  grudge  not  now) 
There's  none  of  you,  hut  when  you  pleafe  can  fell 
Many  a  lame  Horfe ,  and  many  a  fair  Tale  tell  j 
Can  put  off  many  a  Maid  unto  a  Friend , 

That  was  not  fofmee  tti  Atiion  at  Mile-ends 
Ours  is  a  Virgin  yet,  and  they  that  love 
Untainted  Flffh,  we  hope  our  Friends  will  prove. 
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BO  0  KS  Printed  for-,  and  Sold  by 
Jonas  Browne,  at  the  Black 
Swan  without  Temple  Barr. 

TH  E  ConftruCtion  of  Mapps  and  Globes,  in  two  Parts.  Firftt 
Contains  the  various  ways  of  projecting  Globes,  exhibited 
in  Fifteen  different  Methods,  with  their  Ufes.  Second ,  Treats  of 
making  divers  forts  of  Globes,  both  as  the  Geometrical  and  Me¬ 
chanical  Work,  llluftrated  with  Eighteen  Copper  Plates.  To 
which  is  added  an  Appendix,  wherein  the  prefent  State  of  Geo¬ 
graphy  is  confider’d.  .  Being  a  feafonable  Enquiry  into  Mapps, 
Books  of  Geography  and  Travel.  Intermixed  with  fome  nece- 
ffary  Cautions,  Helps,  and  Directions  for  future  Map-makers, 
Geographers  and  Travellers. 

Military  and  other  Poems  upon  feveral  Occafions,  and  to  feve- 
ral  Ptrrfons.  By  an  Officer  of  the  Army. 

The  Kiftory  of  Perjia.  Containing  the  Lives  and  memorable 
A&ions  of  its  Kings  from  the  firlt  ereCting  of  that  Monarchy  to 
this  Timcj  an  exaCt  Defcription  of  all  its  D  minions  a  curious 
Account  of  India ,  China ,  Tartary ,  Kermon ,  Arabia ,  Nixabur ,  and 
the  1  Hands  of  Ceylon  and  Timor,  as  alio  of  all  Cities  ojccafionally 
mentioned,  as  Scbiras ,  Samerkend ,  Bokara ,  &c.  Manners  and  Gu* 
ftoms  of  thole  People,  Per  fan  Worfhipers  of  Fire  }  Plants,  Beads, 
ProcuCt  and  Trade.  With  many  inftruCtive  and  plcafant  DigrcF 
lions,  being  remarkable  Stories  or  Paflages,  occafionally  occur- 
ing,  as  ftrange  Burials  \  Burning  of  the  Dead  y  Liquors  of  feveral 
Countries}  Hunting}  Fifhing  PraCtice  ofPhyfick}  Famous 
Fhyficians  in  the  Eaji\  ACtions  of  Taherlan ,  &c.  To  which  is 
added  an  Abridgement  of  the  Lives  of  the  Kings  of  Harmuz,  or 
Ormuz.  The  Perfian  Hiftory  written  in  Arabick ,  by  Mirkond ,  a 
Famous  Ea/lern  Author,  that  of  Ormuz ,  by  Torunxa ,  King  of 
that  !fhnd,both  ofthem  Translated  into  Spanifb,  by  Antony  Teixeiray 
who  lived  feveral  Years  in  Perfia  and  India  }  and  now  render’d  in¬ 
to  Englifb ,  by  Captain  John  Stevens. 

Journey  through  England.  In  familiar  Letters  from  a  Gentle¬ 
man  here,  to  his  Friend  Abroad. 

An  Account  of  the  Religion,  Manners  and  Learning  of  the  Peo¬ 
ple  of  Malabar  in  the  Eajl  Indies.  In  feveral  Letters  written  by 
fornc  of  the  learned  Men  of  that  Country  to  the  Danijh  Miffiona- 
ries.  By  Mr.  Phillips.  With  a  Map  of  the  Country. 
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An  Hiftorical  and  Geographical  Account  of  the  Antient  Kingdom 
of  Hungary r,  and  Provinces  adjoining  to  it,  viz.  Croatia ■  Sclavo- 
vtay  Tranjihanta ,  Moldavia,  Wallachia ,  Servia,  and  Bulgaria ,  con¬ 
taining  firft;  a  fummary  Chronological  Account  of  their  Kings.  Se- 
condly,  An  exaCt  Defcription  of  Temefwaer , Belgrade  and  all  their  Fer- 
tifiea  Towns.  Thirdly \  The  Priviledges  of  the  Hungarians ,  with 
the  Grounds  of  their  late  Troubles.  Fourthly ,  Anions  of  theFa- 
mous  Prince  Rogotzi.  Fifthly ,  Peace  of  Car  low:  tz.  Sixthly,  The  Rife 
and  Progrefs  of  the  Preient  Wars  to  this  Time.  The  whole  pat- 
ticularly  adapted  for  the  better  underftanding  the.Affairs  there. 

Englifh  Proverbs,  with  moral  Reflections  j  (in  imitation  of 
Sir  Roger  V  Eftrange's  Efp)  familiarly  accommodated  to  the  Hu¬ 
mour  and  Manners  of  the  prefent  Age.  The  fecond  Edition.  To 
which  is  added  the  Union  Proverb,  occafion’d  by  the  late  French 
Expedition  to  Scotland and  feveral  other  Proverbs  never  before 
Printed.  By  Cfwald  Dykes,  Gent,  formerly  of  Queens  Colledge  Oxoti . 

The  Works  of  Mr.  1 komas  Browne ,  Serious  and  Comical,  in 
Profe  and  Verfe,  in  4  Volumes.  The  fourth  Edition,  corrected, 
and  much  enlarged  from  Originals  never  before  Publilh’d,  with  a 
Key  to  all  his  Writings. 

A  new  Treatife  of  Arithmetick  in  three  Parts.  The  Firft  Con¬ 
taining  all  the  common  Rules  of  Arithmetick,  in  whole  Numbers 
and  Fractions,  both  Vulgar  and  Decimal.  The  Second ,  The  de- 
monftrations  of  thofe  Rules.  The  Third ,  The  Ute  and  Applica¬ 
tion  of  it  in  the  Exchequer,  Cuftum-H.oufe,  Excife,  Pay  Offices, 
&c.  With  fome- practical  Rules,  Notes,  and  Queftions,  not  hi¬ 
therto  Publifhed.  By  William  Idlingham,  Teacher  of  the  Mrthc- 
maticks.  c 

The  Oeconomy  of  his  Majefty’s  Navy  Office.  Containing  the 
feveral  Duties  cf  the  Commiflioners  thereof.  Being  the  firft  Rules 
EftabliflTd  for  them  by  his  Royal  Highnefs  the  Duke  of  Fork, 
then  Lord  High  [Admiral  of  England  and  Ireland ,  under  King 
Charles  II,  and  continued  in  force  to  this  Day,  with  feveral 
Letters  relating  to  the  fame,  from  his  faid  Royal  Hignefs  to  the 
Navy-Board.  By  an  Officer  of  the  Navy. 

A  Collection  of  Poems,  viz ,  The  Temple  of  Death  by  the 
Marquefs  of  Normanby.  An  Epiftle  to  the  Earl  of  Dorfet t  by 
Charles  Montague  Earl  of  Halifax.  The  Duel  of  the  S'aggs,  by 
Sir  Robert  Howard.  With  feveral  other  Poems  never  before  Prin¬ 
ted,  By  the  Earl  of  Rofcomon ,  the  Earl  of  Rochejier ,  the  Earl  of 
Orrery ,  the  Lord  Lanfdown ,  Sir  Charles  Sidley ,  Sir  George  Etheridge , 
Mr.  Stepney,  and  Mr.  Dry  den ,  grc.  The  third  Edition. 

The  Works  of  Ben.  Johnfon  in  fix  Volumes  adorn’d  with  Cutts. 

Letters  of  Abelard  and  Heloife .  To  which  is  prefixt  a  parti¬ 
cular  Account  of  their  Lives,  Amours,  and  Misfortunes,  extra¬ 
cted  chiefly  from  Monfteur  Bayle . 
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An  Hiftorical  Account  of  all  the  Tryals  and  Attainders  of  High 
Trcafon,  from  the  beginning  of  the  Reign  of  King  Charles  the 
1ft,  Chronologically  digefted.  With  many  material  Occurrences, 
for  the  better  illuftrating  thereof.  The  A&s  of  Attainder  at  large. 
To  which  are  added,  the  dying  Speeches,  or  Papers  left  by 
the  fuffeiing  Pcrfons. 

Curious  Amufements :  Fitted  for  the  Entertainment  of  the  Inge¬ 
nious  of  both  Sexes  j  written  in  Imitation  of  the  Count  de  Roche 
Faucault ,  and  render’d  into  Englifo  from  the  15th  Edition  printed 
at  Paris,  by  a^ Gentleman  of  Pembroke  Hall  in  Cambridge .  To 
which  is  added  fome  Tranflations  from  Greek.  Latin  and  Italian 
Poet  -;  with  other  Verfes  and  Songs  on  fevcral  occafions  neverbe- 
f  ore  printed.  By  Thomas  Rymer  Efquire,  late  Hiftorigrapher  Royal. 

A  Pile  to  purge  State  Melancholy:  Ora  Collection  of  excel¬ 
lent  new-Bell. ds  ^  the  third  Edition  with  Additions. 

The  Court  of  Femts,  or,  Cupid  reftor’d  to  fight  }  being  aHiftory 
of  Cuckolds  and  Cuckold-Makers  containing  an  Account  of  the  fe- 
cret  Amours  and  Intreagues  of  our  Britijb  Kings,  Noblemen,  and 
others,  with  the  mod  celebrated  Beauties,  ana  famous  Jilts,  from 
tienry  the  I  Id  to  this  prefent  Time.  The  whole  interfperfed  with 
Letters  of  Love  and  Gallantry  }  with  a  Key.  In  two  Volumes,  by 
Captain  Alexander  Smith. 

Trojan  Tales,  related  by  UlyJJ'es ,  Helenus ,  Heller,  Achilles  and 
Priam . 

The  Art  of  Shadows  improved.  Plainly  fet  forth  in  the  draw¬ 
ing  of  Sun-Dials  on  all  fort  of  Planes  by  different  Methods}  with 
the  Geometrical  Dcmonftrations  of  all  the  Operations.  By  Mr. 
Delahire  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Sciences  in  Parts',  Englifh’d 
and  Iiluftrated  with  Cuts.  By  J.  Leekt  Math.  The  fecond  Edition. 

The  true  French  Grammar,  with  a  French  Rudiment,  contain¬ 
ing  all  that  is  necefiary  to  learn  fpeeddy  and  perfectly  the  French 
Tongue,  the  whole  being  a  compleat  Work,  whereof  the  like 
was  never  Extant,  divided  in  two  Volumes,  and  fitted  for  every 
ones  Capacity,  By  Michael  Mallard,  a  French  Minifter,  for  the  ufc 
of  the  Young  Princdlesi 

The  Art  of  Swiming,  Ill  ftrated  by  proper  Figures,  with  Ad¬ 
vice  for  Bathing:  By  Monfieur  Thevenot  done  out  of  French:  to 
which  is  prefix’d  a  prefatory  Difcourfe  concerning  Artificial  Swira- 
ing,  or  keeping  one’s  felf  above  Water  by  feveral  fmall  portable 
Engines,  in  Cafes  of  Danger. 


